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Editor’s Note 


Keynote Essay: 
That Big Bad Wolf Called Criticism 
By Darnell Martin 


GET SHORTY 


Chili Palmer, cinephile, is bored with his 
mob job and decides to make it in the movie 
racket. Does be succeed? Just look at him. 


Screenplay by Scott Frank 


Adapting Get Shorty 
A Talk with Scott Frank 


Elmore Leonard on Get Shorty 


TO SLEEP WITH ANGER 


In South Central L.A., Gideon and his family 
are visited by Harry Mention, a friend from 
the old days, and a disturbing presence. 


Screenplay by Charles Burnett 
Writing and Directing 
To Sleep With Anger 


A Talk with Charles Burnett 


A LITTLE PRINCESS 


Sara has been placed in Miss Minchin ’s school 
while her father is away at war. She is bright. 
spirited, plucky—and Minchin is her enemy. 
Screenplay by Richard LaGravenese 

& Elizabeth Chandler 


Adapting A Little Princess 


A Talk with Richard LaGravenese 


From Rose Petals to Snowflakes 
A Talk with Elizabeth Chandler 


GEORGIA 


Both Flood sisters sine, but Georgia bas the 
lalent and fame that Sadie craves. Yet Sadie 
has something that Georgia doesnt 


Screenplay by Barbara Turner 


Writing Georgia 
\ Talk with Barbara Turner 





EDITOR 


You might have noticed that all five of the films nominated for 
Best Picture Academy Awards this year also happened to be 
contenders for screenwriting Oscars. And that only three of those 
Best Picture nominees repeated themselves on the Best Director 
list. Could this indicate a subtle slippage of the premise of 
director-as-auteur that for so long has held sway over Holly- 
wood? Does it signal a possible gain in recognition of the writer's 
essential creative role? 

We'd like to think it’s a little of both, and we'd also like to 
think our mission of publishing distinguished screenplays has 
had a little something to do with it. Our first year of publication 
featured scripts by Ted Tally (7he Silence of the Lambs), Joan 
Tewkesbury (Nashville), Carole Eastman (Five Easy Pieces), 
Christopher McQuarrie (7he Uswal Suspects), Todd Haynes (Sa/e), 
Paul Attanasio (Quiz Show) and many others, not to mention 
keynote essays by writers like Robert Towne and David Mamet. 

With this issue, Scerario commences its second year of cele- 
brating screenwriters and their contributions to the art of film. 
Darnell Martin, writer/director of / Like It Like That, starts things 
off with her take on the “dos and don'ts” of criticism, offering 
some very funny anecdotes about her experiences with both the 
good and bad varieties during the making of that film. 

Scott Frank's Get Shorty, nominated for both Writers Guild 
and Golden Globe Awards, opens the issue. Frank's adaptation of 
the Elmore Leonard novel about the adventures of Chili Palmer 
a charismatic loan shark who decides to become a movie pro- 
ducer, has been praised for its fidelity to Leonard's distinctive 
tone. Frank discusses the process of retaining that tone, as well 
as how he went about devising a number of scenes and solutions 
from scratch. Elmore Leonard weighs in at the end of Frank's 
interview with a few comments of his own about the script. 

Our second screenplay is Charles Burnett's 70 Sleep with 
Anger. Saturated with references to African American folklore 
(more, in fact, in the shooting script featured here than in the 
1990 film), this gentle portrait of a black middle-class fam- 
ily thrown off-balance by a figure from their Southern past 
appeared on virtually every critic’s 10-best list from that year. 
Burnett offers his views on what he feels are the political and 
ethical responsibilities of the filmmaker, and shares his impres- 
sions of the advantages and disadvantages of working as an 
independent filmmaker. 

A Lillle Princess, the inventive adaptation of the classic 
children’s book by Frances Hodgson Burnett, follows. Richard 
LaGravenese took on the task of adapting the book in 1990, 
managing to retain the story’s message about the importance 
of imagination and generosity (embodied in its heroine, Sara 
Crewe) while updating the tone of the piece to make it more rel- 
evant for children today. That process is detailed in the interview, 
where LaGravenese relates how his interest in mysticism and 
Spirituality influenced his decision to flavor the story with an 
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ancient Indian legend. Following his interview is a talk with 
Elizabeth Chandler, who was asked to do a production rewrite 
for the film when it was finally green-lit by the studio (LaGrav- 
enese was busy with Unstrung Heroes). Her comments shed light 
on the common, and often complex, process of rewriting anoth- 
er person's work as it is ushered into readiness for production. 

The issue closes with Georgia, Barbara Turner's meditation 
on the complex mechanics of sibling relationships, detailed in 
the story of Georgia, a talented and successful singer who must 
deal with the intense admiration, and unpredictability, of her 
sister, Sadie. Called “the most remarkable original screenplay 
of the season” by the Bos/on Globe, Turner's script manages to 
catch the nuances of family life with unflinching candor. The 
subject matter is near to her: Georgia was written for her 
daughter, Jennifer Jason Leigh (who plays Sadie in the film), 
and takes much of its inspiration for that character from 
Turner's eldest daughter, Carrie. Turner discusses her relation- 
ship to the material, as well as her extensive research into the 
music scene in Seattle (where Georgia takes place). 

Here, now, a few notes about some recent comments we've 
gotten from readers (which we always welcome): First, with this 
issue, we've begun printing script titles on the spine of the mag- 
azine. Also, a reminder to those readers who have asked us to 
indicate the page lengths of the original screenplays: you'll find 
them at the end of the writers’ biographies in the interviews. 

Finally, a few of our subscribers have expressed concern that 
the scripts we feature in the magazine are not in “standard 
screenplay format.” While we can understand the reasons why 
some readers—especially aspiring writers—might harbor 
this kind of concern, we're actually hard-pressed, after reading 
numerous screenplays, to ascertain what “standard” format 
actually is. Writers certainly have different conceptions of it: 
William Goldman (Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid) 
prefers not to use slug lines; Richard Curtis (Four Weddings 
and a Funeral) doesn’t indent dialogue; the late Walter New- 
man (Harrow Alley, The Magnificent Seven) never included 
camera directions. What these writers do share, however, is a 
talent for screenwriting: creating dialogue, characterizations 
and situations with the power to move, astonish and inspire. 
We've felt from the beginning that, owing to the editorial focus 
of the magazine—to provide a context in which screenwriting 
can be regarded as literature—our biggest concern should be 
less in honoring a format whose only real function is in its use- 
fulness in readying a script for production than in devising a 
flexible layout which brings the “meat” of superlative screen- 
plays—compelling content—to the fore. Any number of soft- 
Ware programs can provide “standard” format with the flick 
of a return key; what is celebrated and highlighted in these 
pages is the much rarer, and much more significant, vision and 
originality of great writers — Zod Lippy 








KEYNOTE ESSAY 


That Big 
Bad Wolf 
Called 
Criticism 


By Darnell Martin 
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After finishing a script, every screenwriter has experienced 
that exuberant feeling of bounding through life with her little 
bundle of joy tucked under her arm, still warm from the 
womb of the printer, on a quest to put it in the right loving 
hands; the hands that will “get it,” as well as get it made. But 
on the screenwriter’s way to Mr. or Ms.’s I’m-Gonna-Make- 
Your-Movie’s house, our heroine is faced with a slew of unde- 
sirables, all of whom have one goal in mind: to spend three or 
four hours reading the script only to tear it limb from limb. 

The screenwriter is much like Little Red Riding Hood, 
skipping happily through the woods to Grandmother's house. 
On the way, she gets stopped by a friendly enough sort: “Say, 
where you goin’ with that script, kid?” “To Grandmother’s!,” 
our heroine confidently replies. “Oh-ho, so it’s good enough 
for the ol’ girl, is it? Mind if 1 have a peek, check it for 
spelling? You can’t have typos if you're giving it to Grand- 
ma.” Although Little Red Screenwriter wants to accept, she 
defers: “Oh! I'd love to know what you think, but I’ve got a 
‘first look’ with Grandma.” 

At that, the Big Bad Wolf skulks back into the woods until 
that fateful moment they meet again, when Mr. Wolf, dressed 
in Grandma’s clothing, pores over the script that Little Red 
Screenwriter has lovingly put in his hands, looks up from the 
last page and says, “What is this shit?!” 

At once, our heroine realizes that this is the Big Bad Wolf, 
and runs screaming from the room. 

Now Big Bad Wolf or no Big Bad Wolf, to run screaming 
from a room is no way to take criticism. 

Thus, the questions arise: How should you take criticism? 
Should you take it all? And how should it be given? 

Many people offer advice on how you should respond to 
the criticism they're about to give: “Don’t take it personally.” 
The critic may mean one of two things by this: “Don’t hit 
me,” or “I really, really like you, but I don’t know what the 
hell you’re writing about—don’t hit me.” 

In any event, don’t hit, but do allow yourself to take it per- 
sonally. You have apparently not communicated this emo- 
tion, which was important enough for you to ponder, investi- 
gate and write about, so on some level it must hurt. Perhaps 
you didn’t speak loudly enough. Or maybe this particular 
person wasn’t interested in listening, which may or may not 
have something to do with what you've said, or how you've 
said it. Or maybe, as is usually the case with people who've 
given me negative criticism, this person was dropped on his 
head as a child. 

There’s a terrific reason for creative people to be egotisti- 
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career as head of a music video production company, directing 
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awards, including a Warner Fellowship. Martin’ first feature 
(which she wrote and directed), \ Like \t Like That, was voted Best 
First Film by the New York Film Critics Circle in 1994. In 1995, she 
received an E! Entertainment/US Magazine Breakthrough Award. 


cal. You see, you gotta have this little guy inside perpetually 
patting you on the back while others are kicking you in the 
ass, or else you'd throw in the towel and say, “You're right, 
what do I know!” 

But the thing is, you do know. You know absolutely every- 
thing about what you're creating, better than anyone else can 
ever know. It’s the perfect idea that wakes you up in the mid- 
dle of the night, or slips softly into your head as you're walk- 
ing down the street. It’s that thing, too real to be crammed 
into an audiovisual experience. And yet, the only tools you 
have to relate it are sound and images. 

How these tools are used is what should be critiqued, but 
never the idea; that’s when criticism becomes personal. A cri- 
tique of an idea tells us more about the state of mind of the 
critic than about the work being criticized. It is no longer a 
critique but an opinion. 

In this highly politicized world, the ability to critique is 
getting swallowed up by our opinions and our perceptions. 
And what is becoming art is the “idea” and the person behind 
it, never mind how the tools are being used and whether it 
works or not. 

“Hey, you're the first African American woman to make a 
studio film; I’m impressed.” 

“Thanks. Seen the film?” 

“No, but I’ve read a synopsis. As you're an African Ameri- 
can woman, I’m not sure your characterization of a white 
male is fair.” 

“FAIR??? Is it [expletive] fair for you to maybe see my 
[expletive] film, before you [expletive] try to review it? And if 
you're so [expletive] impressed with my race and gender, 
maybe you should interview my parents, or better yet, their 
[expletive] chromosomes that actually had somethin’ to do 
with whatever you’re so [expletive] impressed by—” 

Oops! Time to apply a little “Criticism Management.” Peel 
back those lips to something like a smile and squeeze out 
through oh-so-clenched teeth, “Eryhody’s got a right to der 
ohinion.” 

Mr. Webster calls criticism “an art, the scientific investiga- 
tion of literary documents.” In handing a script over to a studio, 
for example, are you giving it to people who offer this kind of 
criticism? Not. You're giving it to people who say, “It'd work bet- 
ter if they kissed in the end; audiences like happy endings.” 

You can try to make sense of “critical” responses like 
these, but they have nothing to do with what's on the paper, 
and everything to do with the audience. What's being asked of 
you is not to create a screenplay but to create an audience. 

And if you can’t create an audience, don’t worry, the studio 
will create one for you, even after you've written the screen- 
play and filmed it. They'll bring in their experts—THE 
TEENAGERS FROM THE MALL, also known as the Test Audi- 
ence—for possible rewrites. These kids are in sore need of 
representation. They're overworked and underpaid, having 
rewritten most of the films in Hollywood and not receiving a 
dime for it. 





I remember getting several notes from this distinguished 
group on my film / Like It Like That. Their criticism was 
always brief and to the point, such as, “Hate Faggot!”, or 
“Die Faggot!” Although I found such criticism useless, the 
studio executives did not. “What they're saying, Darnell, is 
that the scenes with the homosexual don’t work, and since 
that’s your audience, they have a point.” 

“Mah-mah-my audience? Mah-mine—” broken off by a 
burst of uncontrollable laughter as I imagine myself hanging 
out with Mr. or Ms. “Die Faggot,” inviting them over for din- 
ner, writing screenplays I think they'll enjoy. I quickly try to 
contain myself, realizing that studio executives aren't privy to 
my imagination. They look down, shaking their heads sadly: 
“Poor Darnell, she just doesn’t know how to take criticism.” | 
snort out another guffaw. 

Of course, there is a flip side to all of this. There’ve been 
times when somebody's trashed my work and I’m just left 
staring with wide-eyed admiration, thinking, “What a genius! 
Gimme a pen, I can’t wait to rewrite.” This is better known as 
“constructive” criticism—and it usually comes from a per- 
son who loves writing to start with. Personally, I’m impressed 
by all the scripts I read, in as much as, in every case, some- 
one has sat down and filled so many pages with word after 
word, thought after thought. Such a desire to communicate I 
would never want to extinguish. Criticism is like giving air to 
a flame, not blowing it out impatiently but helping it expand 
into a fire—helping the “idea” expand. Criticism is wanting 
to communicate as much as the writer wants to communi- 
cate, and not just wanting to be heard. 

For instance: referring to an early draft of / Like It Like 
That, a writing teacher of mine says, “Something about that 
scene between Lisette and the singers she idolizes doesn’t ring 
true.” 

“What's wrong with it?” 

“Anybody you idolize?” he asks. 

“Nah, not really. Okay, Prince.” I suddenly can't stop smiling. 

“What if you were sitting across the table from Prince.” 

“Stahh—p!” Just the suggestion of “The Purple One” has 
magically transported me to age 13. 

“What would you say to him if you were trying to get him 
to hire you?” 

| explode into an orgasm of giggles. “I wouldn't be able to 
say anything, but ‘Oh my God, I love your voice, the way you 
move...’” 

I get it— it’s not just a scene about a woman trying to win 
a job with some singers, it’s a scene about her trying to 
impress them while keeping her “ga-ga”-ness in check. I can 
hear myself uttering Lisette’s line as she walks away from the 
table: “God bless your voice.” 

Okay, I'll unabashedly bare my soul to you guys here— 
many drafts ago in a time I'd like not to remember, / Like /f 
Like That had a really wacko ending. But nobody told me it 
was wacko—they were afraid of how I'd take criticism, so 
they just smiled and said, “Grea—at.” Finally, one teacher 

Continued on page 207 
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BLACK 
MAN’S VOICE Looks fuckin’ cold out there. 


EXT. VESUVIO'S RESTAURANT - MIAMI - DAY 
It is cold. People walk by hugging themselves, pulling up 
their collars, etc. Shit - now it starts raining. . . 


INT. VESUVIO'S RESTAURANT - SAME TIME 

CHILI PALMER, late 30s, sits in a booth with TOMMY 
CARLO, a low-level mob type. Chili smokes a cigarette, 
stares out the window at the people on the street. 


TOMMY Guy on the radio said it’s gonna get down to thirty- 
four. 


Chili watches a woman on the sidewalk pause to lighten 
the scarf around her neck... breaks a heel on her shoe. 
She looks in the window, sees Chili looking out. He smiles 
sympathetically. She flips him off, and moves on. 


TOMMY Thirty-four 
Yo, Chili, you're spacin’ 


that’s /reezing, for Christ sake. (7hen) 





Chili turns and studies Tommy a moment, then . . . 


CHILI They're closing the Granview. You know, theater down 
on Biscayne? 

TOMMY Yeah, the guy owes Momo a few G’s. 

CHILI What I'm thinkin’ is maybe Momo could buy it. 
Jommy looks at him. 

CHILI Momo could buy it, | could run it for him. Show some 
Cagney films. 


TOMMY What's Momo gonna want with an old place, 
shows old movies people don't care about no more. Outside of 
maybe turnin’ it into a porno house, I don’t think he’s gonna 
give much of a fuck. And you already got a job. 


Chili looks back out the window again. 
CHILI Yeah. 


We hear LAUGHTER O.S. and then FOCUS on the win- 
dow so that Chili can now see a GROUP OF MEN re- 
flected there, sitting at a table nearby. We hear MORE 
LAUGHTER and now Chili turns and looks over at. . . 


RAY “BONES” BARBONI. Mob guy: tall, loud suit with 
lots of jewelry. As he gets up from the table, the other 
men around the table follow his lead as he finishes up 
some joke... 


MOB GUY ... so the guy says, I’m not the tailor, I'm the 
undertaker. 


The men laugh again, more out of respect than apprecia- 


lion. Ray Bones turns, sees . . . 


Chili and Tommy sitting in their booth. Tommy, sucking 
on a toothpick, waves. 


TOMMY Ry. How you doing? 
RAY BONES (kay, Tommy. You? 
TOMMY Okay. 


Bones focuses on Chili, waits for acknowledgment. Bul 
Chili turns back to the window. Always the peacemaker, 
Jommy smiles at Bones again . . . 


TOMMY You believe this weather, Ray? Miami Beach, for 
Christ sake. 

RAY BONES (/enoring him) Chili Palmer. (Smiles) 
Chilly outside. Chili inside. It’s a regular fuckin’ chili-fest. 
Hey, waiter—give Mr. Chili Pepper a big fuckin’ bowl of chili! 





Again the men all laugh respectfully at Ray Bones’ stupid 
joke. Chili smiles the best he can at the idiot. . . 


CHILI Good to see you, Ray. 


He turns back to the window, watches Ray Bones in the 
reflection, still cracking up as he and his men head for the 


front of the restaurant. Tommy looks at Chili a moment, 


then stands up... 

TOMMY You done starin’ out the window, I'll see you back 
at the office. 

Chili nods, but still doesn't turn from the window. He 
merely watches in the glass as Tommy turns up his collar 
and steps out into the cold Miami day. 

TOMMY /eszis. It's freezin’! 


Chili then puts out the cigarette, nods to the waiter, who 
comes over with the check. 


INT. RESTAURANT COATROOM - A FEW MINUTES 
LATER 

From inside the tiny room. A couple of ratty raincoats 
and an old flight jacket hang to one side in immediate f.g. 
as Chili steps into the doorway and freezes. He looks 
O.S. and whistles... 


CHILI Hey: 


A moment later the MANAGER, an old Italian guy in a 
black suit, joins him in the doorway. 


CHILI What happened to my coat? 
The Manager peers into the room. . . 
MANAGER [1's not one of these? 


CHILI You see a black leather jacket, fingertip length, like 
the one Pacino wore in Serpico? You don’t, you owe me 


three seventy-nine. 


MANAGER Maybe you don't see my sign? 


The Manager points to a sign on the wall: “WE CANNOT 


BE RESPONSIBLE FOR LOST ARTICLES. ” 


CHILI Look, | didn’t come down to sunny Florida to freeze 
my ass. You follow me? You get the coat back or you give me 
the three seventy-nine my ex-wife paid for it at Alexander's. 


The Manager looks 0.8., and begins speaking in Italian. 
Chili reacts as we hear the name “RAY BARBONI” men- 
tioned a couple of times. 


MANAGER Explain to him how Mr. Barboni borrow the 


coat. 
A WAITER joins Chili and the Manager in the doorway. 
CHILI Ray Bones took my coat? Just now? 


WAITER He didn’t /ake it. He borrow it. See, someone took 
his coat, you know . .. (Indicates flight jacket) . . . \eave this 
old one. So Mr. Barboni, he put on this o/ber coat that fit him 
pretty good. 


CHILI You mean my coat. 


WAITER He was wearing it, you know, to go home. He wasn't 
gonna keep it. Just till we could find bis coat. 


CHILI My car keys were in that coat. 
MANAGER \\e call you a taxi. 


CHILI Lemme get this straight. You aren't responsible for 
any lost articles like an expensive coat of mine, but you're 
gonna find Ray Bones’ coat or get him a new one? Is that 
what you're telling me? 


Chili looks from one to the other. 


MANAGER Mir. Barboni a good customer. (Making sure 
fo add) Works for Jimmy Cap. 


CHILE | know who he works for. Where's your phone? 

INT. TOMMY CARLO'S CAR - DAY 

Tommy drives. Chili stares straight ahead, rubs his hands 
together, tries to stay warm... . 

TOMMY You sure it was Ray Bones took the coat? 

CHILI That's what the guy said. 


TOMMY (Nervous now) Tomorrow, | see on the TV weather. 
it’s gonna be nice and warm. You won't need the coat. 


Chili points out the window. 
CHILE Vhis is it. 


EXT. VICTOR HOTEL - DAY 
As Tommy pulls up out front. 


INT. CAR —- SAME TIME 

Tommy looks up at the hotel as Chili takes a pair of 
leather gloves from the top of the dash, opens the door. 
Tommy looks over at him. 


TOMMY Hey, Chili. (Chili pauses) Get your coat, but don’t 
piss the guy off, okay? It could get complicated and we'd have 
to call Momo to straighten it out. Then Momo gets pissed for 
wasting his time and we don't need that. 


CHILE Don't worry about it. | won't say any more than | 
have to, if that. 


EXT. STAIRS - DAY 
Chili pulls on the gloves as he goes up the stairs to the 
third floor. 


EXT. DOOR - DAY 
As Chili knocks on the door three times. He waits, pulls 
the right-hand glove on tight, so that when. . . 


Ray Bones opens the door, Chili nails him. One punch. 
No need to throw the left. 


RAY BONES Jesus... Oh, God... 


Chili then steps over him into the room and grabs his coat 


Jrom a chair. He looks over at Ray Bones, bent over, blood 


running from his nose and mouth, blood all over his 
hands, his shirt. 


RAY BONES Puck, man... 


Chili walks out. Doesn't say one word to Ray Bones. 


EXT. BARBERSHOP -— DAY 
A warmer day. The sun is shining. All is quiet. 


INT. BARBERSHOP - SAME TIME 
The place is empty except for FRED and ED, the two old 
barbers sitting in the chairs, reading newspapers. 


ED You been there, haven't you? 


INT. BARBERSHOP BACKROOM - SAME TIME 

A room Tommy and Chili use as an office. Chili sits at the 
desk making entries in the collection book. We can hear 
the two old barbers talking O.S. . . . 


FRED /0..5.) Paris? Yeah, | been there plenty times. It's right 
offa Seventy-nine. 


ED /0.8.) Hell it is. It's on Sixty-eight. Seventeen miles from 
Lexington. 


FRED /0..5.) What're you talking about, Paris, Kentucky, or 
Paris, Tennessee? 


Silence. No answer to the question. Chili looks up from the 
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collection book, listens a moment to nothing. 


He opens the desk drawer and pulls out a .38. He aims 
the gun at the open doorway... 


OVER CHILI'S SHOULDER 

As Ray Bones, a bandage on his nose, appears in the 
back hall, then in the doorway to the office, his face 
showing surprise to see a gun aimed at him. .. 


Ray Bones begins firing the big Colt auto in his hand, 
maybe before he’s ready, the gun making an awful racket 
when Chili pulls the trigger, shooting Ray Bones along 
the top of his head, creasing him from hairline to crown. 


Chili calmly gets to his feet. Aims once more - probably 
lower this time - but doesn't fire as Ray Bones grabs his 
head and stumbles out of there. 


RAY BONES /0..5.) Somebody call nine-fucking-one-one! 


EXT. MIAMI HARBOR - DAY 

Ray Bones, a bandage on his head now as well as his 
nose, sits on a cigarette boat with his boss, JIMMY CAP, 
and two bikini-clad BABES, both of whom rub lotion on 
Jimmy. 


JIMMY Whatta you want me to do, Ray? Go to war over a 
fuckin’ coa/? You're lucky the guy didn’t kill you. The coat 
was a Christmas present, for Christ sake. 


RAY BONES You gotta do somethin’, Jimmy. The man’s 
got no respect for us. 


JIMMY He's got no respect for you, and I don’t gotta do shit. 
Chili Palmer don’t work for me, he works for Momo up in 
Brooklyn. So as long as Momo’s around, nothing happens to 
Chili Palmer. You understand? 


As an angry Ray Bones sits back, we... 
FADE TO BLACK 


We TILT DOWN to REVEAL a dark Brooklyn street as a 
black Cadillac pulls to a stop in front of an older building. 


VOICE Momo. We're here. 


lwo big guys, BODYGUARDS, get out of the car. One of 


them opens the back door for a huge man, MOMO, who 
gels out of the car and looks up at the dark building . . . 


MOMO You check this place out good? 
BODYGUARD Yeah, sure, boss. 

MOMO All right. Let's go. 

BODYGUARD They said for you to go up alone. 


Momo eyes the bodyguards—both nervous—then starts 


up the steps. We follow Momo as he enters the building, 
goes up the dark stairwell... up one flight. . . we're 
behind him the whole time. . . 


When he gets to the top floor, Momo pauses to catch his 
breath, before moving on down the hall to a door. Momo 
looks around, then knocks. 


VOICE Yeah? 
MOMO It's Momo. 
VOICE Come in. 


Momo slowly opens the door .. . when, suddenly, the 
apartment is FLOODED WITH LIGHT so that we see a room 


full of PEOPLE, a banner on the back wall reading 


“HAPPY 65TH, MOMO!” 
EVERYONE Surprise! 


Silence as Momo drops to his knees, gurgles something we 
can t understand and falls over. Suddenly, a dozen faces 
are looking down on us as we then... 


CUT TO: 
EXT. BARBERSHOP - DAY 
A beautiful day in Miami. 


CHILI 1.0.) So what're you tellin’ me, you're never gonna 
go to sleep again? 


INT. BARBERSHOP - DAY 
Chili and Tommy each sit in a barber chair, reading the 
newspaper, while Fred and Ed sit nearby playing checkers. 


TOMMY No, | said I'm never goin’ to bed. There's a differ- 
ence. See, the article says most people die in their beds. | 
figure long as I stay outta my bed, I’m cool. 

CHILI That's the dumbest fuckin’ thing I ever heard. Where 
do you sleep? 

TOMMY During the day, in an armchair. Or I go to a coffee 
shop, sleep there. Sit in a booth, pull my hat down. 

A car pulls up. Chili's no longer listening to Tommy. Now 
he’s watching as Ray Bones and a BLACK GUY get out of 
the car. 

TOMMY How many people you hear ever die in a coffee 
shop? 


Tommy looks over as Ray Bones—smaller bandage on 
the top of his head—and his man enter the shop. 


RAY BONES You cut straight hair in this place, or just fags? 


CHILI Hey, Bones, looks like you're gonna have a nice scar 
up there. Maybe these guys can fit you with a rug, cover it up 
for ya. 


Ray Bones eyes Chili, then nods to Fred and Ed. 


RAY BONES Why don’t you geezers take your game over 
to the park. 

The two guys leave as the Black Guy comes up to Chili... 
BLACK GUY This man is the man, you understand what 
I'm saying? He’s Mr. Bones, you speak to him from now on. 


Chili exchanges a look with Tommy as “Mr. Bones” goes 
down the hall into the back office. Chili then turns back to 
the Black Guy. 


CHILI You can do better’n him. 
BLACK GUY Not these days. Not ‘less you can talk Spanish. 


Ray Bones comes out with the collection book open, look- 
ing at all of the names of who owes what. 


RAY BONES You got a miss. Leo Devoe. Guy’s six weeks 
over. 


CHILI He died. 
RAY BONES How'd you know he died, he tell you? 


Ray Bones checks his man to get some appreciation, but 
the guy's too busy looking at the hair rinses and shit on 
the counter. 


CHILI Yeah, Ray, he told me. 
RAY BONES Personally? 


CHILI Yeah, Ray, he personally told me he got killed in that 
TransAm jet went down last month. 


RAY BONES Whiat TransAm jet? 


CHILI [t was in the Herald. But then maybe you don't read 
the paper. 


RAY BONES Yeah, well, maybe the guy took out flight 
insurance. Check with the wife. 

CHILI Hey, it’s your book now. You want to check it out, go 
ahead. He’s got a dry cleaning business out on Federal High- 
way. 

lommy gives Chili a look as the Black Guy comes over to 
Chili, stands next to him. Ray Bones steps to Chili... 
RAY BONES Momo’s dead. Which means anything was 
his now belongs to Jimmy Cap, including you. 

Jommy watches as the Black Guy picks up a pair of scis- 
sors, runs his hand along the edge. . . 

RAY BONES Which also means when I speak, I'm speakin’ 


for Jimmy. So e.g. as of now, you start affording me the prop- 
er fuckin’ respect. 


CHILI “E.g.” means “for example,” Ray. | think what you 
wanna say is “i.e.” 


RAY BONES Bullshit. E.g.’s short for “ergo.” 


CHILI Ask your man here. 
Ray Bones looks at the Black Guy. 


BLACK GUY Best a my knowledge, e.g. means “for ex- 
ample.” 


RAY BONES [:.v., i... fuck you. The point is, | say jump, 


vou say okay. Okay? 
TOMMY (For Chili) Yeah, Ray. Okay. 


Ray Bones then nods to his man, who grabs Chili, holds 
the point of the scissors to Chili's throat... 


RAY BONES You owe me the dry cleaner’s fifteen grand 
plus the juice, which is what, another, uhh . . 


CHILI Twenty-seven hundred. 


RAY BONES You either get it from the wife or out of your 
own pocket, | don’t give a fuck. You don’t ever hand me a 
book with a miss in it. 


Ray throws the book at Chili and walks out, bis man right 
behind him. Chili looks over at Tommy. 


TOMMY | told you not to— 
CHILI Don't say a fuckin’ word. 
EXT. FAY DEVOE’S BACKYARD - NIGHT 


Where Chili sits with FAY DEVOE - 30s, attractive, ina 
sundress - on her patio. They each have a drink. . . 


FAY | hate the dry cleaning business. | hate being inside all 
day, around all those machines. 

CHILI Must be hot. 

FAY You have no idea how hot it is. 


She looks at him. Touches her drink to the side of her face. 
Chili finishes his drink, sets it down. 


CHILI | was wondering, Fay, if Leo had any life insurance. 
FAY | don't know of any. 


They sit there in silence a moment. Fay reaches over, puls 
a hand on his leg... 


FAY | trust you, Chili. | think you're a decent type of man, 
even if you are a crook. 


CHILI Thank you, Fay. 
She finally looks at Chili... 


FAY | wish he really was dead, the son of a bitch. 


EXT. LAS VEGAS - NIGHT 
The strip. Mesas Casino. 


CUT TO: 11 
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CLOSE-UP OF PHOTOGRAPH 
Leo Devoe. Standing with Fay at Epcot Center. 


DICK ALLEN’S VOICE ‘That's him, all right. 


PULL BACK TO REVEAL: 

DICK ALLEN’S OFFICE - NIGHT 

A sign on the door reads “DICK ALLEN, CUSTOMER 
RELATIONS.” A bank of video monitors show the floor of 
the casino. Chili sits across the desk from DICK ALLEN - 
lots of jewelry, a giant NEON COWGIRL out the window 
behind him. 


DICK ALLEN Called himself Larry DeMille. Hit on every 
showgirl in town. Would tell ‘em he was the “Martinizing 
King of Miami.” What a fuckin’ platehead. 


He returns the snapshot to Chili. 


DICK Anyway, you want this guy, he’s in L.A. We put him on 
a flight after he spanked one a my cocktail girls in the Keno 
room. 


CHILI Leo spanked a waitress? 


DICK Apparently, way it went, he invited her to come to 
Santa Anita to play the ponies with him. She told him what to 
do with that and he gave her one on the tush. My guess, he’s 
by his lonesome at the track right now. 


Chili nods. 
DICK Hey, Chil? Since you're goin’ out to L.A. anyway... 
CHILI What've you got? 


DICK Guy owes us a hundred and fifty grand, sixty days 
over; a movie producer. 


CHILI Movie producer? Yeah, why not. 


As Dick Allen reaches for a pad of paper, we hear THE 


SOUND OF AN AIRPLANE OVER . . . 


EXT. RENTAL CAR LOT - LAX - NIGHT 

It's raining as we TILT DOWN from a LANDING AIR- 
PLANE to an ATTENDANT showing Chili his car, a tan 
MINIVAN. Chili eyes the car a moment, then whistles for 
the attendant to come back. 

CHILI What is this? 

ATTENDANT An Oldsmobile Silhouette. 

CHILI | reserved a Cadillac. 


ATTENDANT Yeah. well, this one’s the Cadillac of mini- 


vans. 
CHILI You're kidding me, right? 
ATTENDANT Hey, you want, L.A. Rent-a-Car’s just over 


there, but I think all they got are Rabbit Convertibles. 


The guy gives Chili a look, and moves away, leaving Chili 
standing there in the rain, his suit getting wet, nowhere to 
go. He turns and stares al the minivan . . . 


EXT. KAREN FLORES’ HOUSE - NIGHT 
All the lights are out, save the BLUE GLOW of a televi- 
sion coming from one of the downstairs rooms .. . 


WOMAN ’S VOICE (Loud whisper) Harry? 


INT. KAREN FLORES’ BEDROOM - NIGHT 
As KAREN FLORES, pretty, endowed, sits up in bed 
wearing a Lakers T-shirt, nothing else. She looks at the 
big shape lying under the covers beside her. 


KAREN //a77). 
he shape doesn't move. She shakes it. 
KAREN Harry, God damn it, somebody's downstairs. 


The shape stirs, rolls over, and we see HARRY ZIMM, bald- 
ing, overweight; a movie producer. He sits up. 


HARRY What's wrong? 

KAREN fe quiet and listen. 
HARRY | don't hear anything. 

We hear VOICES downstairs. 
KAREN Shhh—there. 

And now LAUGHTER. 

HARRY Sounds like the television. 
She looks at him. . . 


KAREN When | came upstairs, you stayed to finish your 
drink. I told you to turn off the TV when you were through. 
(An afterthought) Come to think of it, | also told you you 
could sleep in the maid’s room. 


HARRY Yeah, well, | turned off the set. | used the remote 
control thing and laid it on the floor. You know what could've 
happened? The dog came in and stepped on it, turned the TV 
back on. 


KAREN | don't have a dog. 
HARRY You don’t? What happened to Muff? 
KAREN Harry, are you going down, or you want me to? 


He grunts, gets out bed. Starts looking around the room 


for bis clothes. Harry looks out the window . . . 


HARRY Anyone skim the pool? It needs it. 
KAREN Harry — 
HARRY | going. 


INT. HALLWAY - SAME TIME 

The MONOTONE VOICES become louder and more dis- 
tinct as Harry moves down the curved staircase in his 
shirt and boxer shorts. One of the voices is familiar . . . 


We can see this is a nice place as Harry crosses the 
entry hall to a doorway, the FLICKERING LIGHT of the 
television emitting from inside the room. 


Harry listens at the door. Yeah, it’s David Letterman. 

INT. KAREN’S STUDY - SAME TIME 

Harry moves into the glow of the big Sony, the rest of 
the room dark. On the tube, Dave is interviewing actor 
MARTIN WEIR when suddenly the screen goes black 
and the desk lamp comes on. Harry jumps .. . 

HARRY Jesus Christ! 

Chili leans into the light, keeps his tone quiet, controlled. 
CHILE Harry Zimm, how you doing? I'm Chili Palmer. 
Harry presses a hand against his chest. 


HARRY Jesus, if | have a heart attack, | hope you know 
what to do. 


CHILI Where you been, Harry? 


Harry lets his hand slide down over his belly, taking his 
lime, wanting to show that he has it together now. 


HARRY Have we met? | don’t recall. 

CHILI We just did. | told you my name's Chili Palmer. 
Harry stares back, trying to figure out who this guy ts. 
HARRY You're in pictures, right? 

Chili smiles. Doesn't say anything. 

HARRY )id you stop to think what if | had a heart attack? 


CHILI You look okay to me, Harry. Come over here and sit 
down. Tell me what you been up to. 


Harry takes one of the canvas director's chairs by the desk. 
He looks at a bottle of Dewar’ sitting there, runs a hand 
through his hair, thinks about a drink... 


CHILI Harry, look at me. 

Harry brings his hand down. 

HARRY ['in looking at you. 

CHILI | want you to keep looking right here, okay? 
HARRY That's what I’m doing. 

CHILI You know Dick Allen, Mesas Casino? 


HARRY Dick Allen’s a very dear friend of mine. How far you 
want to go with this? 


CHILI We're there, Harry. You signed markers for a hundred 
and a half, you're over sixty days past due and you haven't 
told anybody what the problem is. 


Harry looks at Chili. 


HARRY Jesus Christ, what're you, a collector for a fucking 
casino? You come in here, walk in the house in the middle of 
the fucking night? | thought you were an actor, auditioning, 
for Christ sake. 


Chili nods, almost smiles . . . 


CHILI Is that right? That's interesting. You thought I was 
acting, huh? 


Harry pushes out of the chair, looks down at Chili. 
HARRY We'll see about this... 

Harry grabs the phone, punches the “0.” 

HARRY Operator, how do | get Las Vegas Information? 
CHILI Harry, lemme give you some advice. 


Chili leans forward, hangs up the phone with his index 


finger, casually reaches for the receiver. . . 


CHILI You don’t want to act like a hard-on, you're standing 
there in your undies. You know what I'm saying? What you 
want to do is sit down and talk to me. 


Harry sits down. Chili hangs up the phone. 
CHILI A marker’s like a check, Harry. 
HARRY | know what a marker is. 


CHILI They don’t want to deposit yours and have it bounce. 
That annoys them. So your dear friend Dick Allen’s been call- 
ing, leaving messages on your machine, but you never get 
back to him. | happen to be in Vegas on another matter, and 
Dick asks me as a favor would I look you up. I follow you 
over here, see you in the window with this woman, looks a lot 
like that actress Karen Flores, was in Grofesque except she's 
not blond anymore . . . 


Harrys gaze moves to the bottle of Scotch on the desk . . . 
CHILI You're not looking at me, Harry. 

HARRY Why do | have to keep looking at you? 

CHILI Because | want you to. 


HARRY You gonna get rough now, threaten me? | make 
good by tomorrow or get my legs broken? 


CHILI Come on, Harry—Mesas? The worst they might do is 
get a judgment against you, uttering a bad check. I can't 
imagine you want that to happen, man in your position. 


HARRY Fuckin’ basketball game. 13 
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Harry reaches for the bottle of Scotch and pours himself a 
drink. 

HARRY ‘ell Dick Allen I'll cover the markers in the next 
sixty days at the most. He doesn’t like it, that’s his problem. 
The prick. 

Harry starts to take another drink, looks at Chili, not 
MOVING. 

HARRY You want me to call you a cab? 


Chili shakes his head, keeps staring at Harry, but with a 
different expression now, more thoughtful, curious . . . 


CHILI So, you make movies, huh? 


HARRY | produce feature motion pictures, no TV. You men- 
tioned Grolesque, that happened to be Grofesque, Part II 
that Karen Flores was in. She starred in all three of my S/ime 
Creatures releases you might have seen. 
Chili nods, leans forward on the desk. 


CHILI | think | got an idea for a movie. 


INT. KAREN FLORES’ BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Karen is sitting up in bed, listening. We hear the muffled 
sounds of Chili and Harry talking downstairs. She gets 
out of bed... 


INT. HALLWAY - SAME TIME 

Chili and Harry's conversation gets louder as Karen 
descends the stairs. She peers into the study, but they're 
notin there... 


INT. KITCHEN - SAME TIME 

Chili sits with Harry at a butcher block table, a bottle of 
Dewar's and a couple glasses now between them. Harry 
looks up past Chili, smiles. 


HARRY karen? 


Chili turns around and sees her standing in the doorway 
now, her arms folded across that chest; the Lakers T-shirt 
coming down just past her crotch. 


HARRY Karen, say hello to Chili Palmer. Chili, this is Karen 
Flores. 


CHILI Karen, it’s a pleasure. How you doing? 
KAREN How did you get in the house? 


HARRY He's telling me an idea for a movie. It’s not bad so 
far. (Motions with his glass) Sit down, have a drink. (70 
Chili) Tell Karen, let’s see what she thinks. 


KAREN Maybe you didn’t hear me. 
CHILI The door from the patio, in back. 
KAREN Jou broke in? 


CHILI No, it was open. It wasn’t locked. 
KAREN What if it was? 


Chili doesn't say anything, just watches her, likes the way 
she’s handling it. 


HARRY You want to hear his idea? It’s about a dry cleaner 
who scams an airline out of three hundred grand. Go on, tell 
her. 


CHILI You just did. 


HARRY | mean, the way you told it to me. Start at the 
beginning, we see how the story line develops. 


Chili looks at Karen. She leans in the doorway. 


CHILI Well, basically, this guy owes a shylock fifteen thou- 
sand, plus he’s a few weeks behind on the vig, the interest you 
have to pay. 


KAREN | know what a vig is. 


HARRY I's the kind of situation, you don't pay, you get 
your legs broken. 


CHILE Or the guy /binks he could get ‘em broken. You have to 
understand the loan shark’s in business the same as anybody 
else. He isn’t in it to hurt people. He’s in it to make money. 


EXT. LEO DEVOE’S HOUSE - DAY 
As we see Chili talking to Fay on the front porch. We can 
see Leo sneaking out the side window . . . 


CHILI /1/0.) But the dry cleaner, we'll call him Leo, he's 
scared, doesn't know any better, so he takes off— 


INT. KAREN’S KITCHEN — NIGHT 
As Harry jumps in... 


HARRY JThiat’s Miami. He's going to Vegas. He's got a few 
bucks and he's thinking it’s his only chance. 


INT. AIRPLANE - DAY 

We see a fidgety LEO DEVOE, a little guy in a crummy 
suit and a little green hat sitting there in coach, looking 
around. 


CHILI (1:0. Leo gets on a plane, ready to go, but the plane 
sits there at the gate, doesn’t move. 


Behind Leo sits a BRAT with bis MOM and DAD. The par- 
ents are trying to entertain the kid with G.1. Joes, other 
stuff they've brought along, but the kid spots Leos hat as 
Leo looks up to listen to an announcement. . . 


CHILI /\.0.) They announce over the PA there's some kind 
of mechanical problem, they'll be there maybe an hour, but 
keep your seats in case they get it fixed sooner. 


Leo gets really uncomfortable now . . . 


CHILI /1:0.) The guy’s nervous, in no shape to just sit there, 
sweat it out. So he gets off the plane . . . 


As Leo gels up from his seat, the kid knocks off Leo’ little 
green hatand we... 


CUT TO: 
MIAMI AIRPORT COCKTAIL LOUNGE - DAY 
As Leo downs a drink, looks around for the waitress . . . 


CHILI (10. Goes in the cocktail lounge and starts throwing 
‘em down, one after the other . . . 


Hes motioning to her for another, when we see a PLANE 
laxi past the window in the b.g. . . . 


CHILI /1:0.) When the plane pulls away from the gate. 


INT. KAREN’S KITCHEN - NIGHT 
As Harry interrupts . . . 


HARRY Withou/ him. The guy's so out of it he doesn’t even 
know it’s gone. 


CHILI That's right. As a matter of fact... 


INT. COCKTAIL LOUNGE - DAY 
A shitfaced Leo struggles to keep his head up as he 
watches the waitress look out the window and gasp . . . 


CHILI 1:0.) He's still in the lounge when a plane blows up 
on the runway . . . 


We see a BIG FIREBALL in the b.g. as Leo’s head hits the 
lable. 


INT. KAREN’S KITCHEN - NIGHT 
As Chili lights a cigarette. 


CHILI So when the guy finds out it was his flight, he can’t 
believe it. If he'd stayed on that plane, he'd be dead. Right 
then he knows his luck has changed. If everybody thinks he’s 
dead he won't have to pay back the fifteen or what he owes on 
the vig, four and a half a week. 


Chili offers the pack to Karen. Karen doesn't move. 
KAREN The interest is four hundred and fifty dollars a 
week on fifteen thousand? 

CHILI That's right. Three percent. 

KAREN But a week. That's a hundred and fifty percent a 
year, 

CHILI A hundred and fifty-six. Some’ll charge you more’n 


that, go as high as six for five on a short-term loan. So three 
a week's not too bad. 





KAREN 0h, yeah, a real bargain. 


She shakes her head, keeps her arms folded. Chili watches 
her, likes the way she’s giving it to him. 


HARRY keep going. 


CHILI Well, since Leo’s name was on the passenger list . . . 


INT. AIRPORT HANGAR - DAY 
As an FAA OFFICIAL leads Fay, a black veil over her face, 
among tables full of charred items . . . 


CHILI /1:0.) They bring his wife out to the airport where 
they're going through personal effects, whatever wasn't 
burned up. Leo's bags were on the plane, so the wife tells ‘em 
what to look for, things only she would know about. 


Fay reacts as the FAA guy points to a LITTLE GREEN HAT 


on one of the tables. She grabs it, clutches it to her chest, 
pretends to faint. 


INT. KAREN’S KITCHEN - NIGHT 
As Karen finds herself listening, despite herself. 


CHILI A couple days go by, people from the airline come to 
see his wife, tell her how sorry they are and all that their 
plane exploded on the runway and offer her a settlement, the 
amount based on what he would've earned operating the dry 
cleaner’s the rest of his life. Leo had some kind of trouble 
with his kidneys, so they were giving him about ten years. 


KAREN How much is the wife offered? 
Chili starts to speak, but Harry cuts him off. 


HARRY Three hundred grand, and they take it, money in 
hand, babe. The guy has his wife cash the check and he takes 
off for Las Vegas with the dough. Gets there, he’s supposed to 
call her, tell her when to come out. But she never hears from 
him again. Meanwhile, the guy’s hot, runs the three hundred 
up to half.a million... 


CHILI He comes to L.A. ... 


Harry raises his hand to stop Chili. He’s rolling, turns to 
Karen now... 


HARRY [1 drives the guy nuts, he’s winning but can’t tell 
anybody who he is. You show in a backstory his motivation, 
his desire to be famous, you know, pal around with celebrities, 
the headliners doing the big rooms. Now he’s got the dough 
to buy his way in, mix with celebs and he can't resist . . . 


Harry then turns back to Chili. 
HARRY So he comes to L.A... 


CHILI | don't know about his wanting to meet celebrities, 
that’s something new. But, yeah, he comes to L.A. Then after 
that, | don’t know what happens. 


15 
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Chili looks at Karen. Patient. Not moving. 
HARRY That's it? That's your movie? 
CHILI | said | had an idea, that’s all. 


HARRY That's half a movie, with holes in it. Maybe forty 
minutes of screen time. You don't even have a girl, a female 
lead, and on top of that, there’s no one to sympathize with, 
vou don't have a good guy. 


CHILI The shylock’s the good guy. 


HARRY The shylock? He's barely mentioned. And it’s not 
believable the wife would get a settlement that fast. 


KAREN Harry doesn't realize it’s a true story. 
They both look at her now. 


KAREN That Miami flight that went down, it was on the 
news every day for about a week. Harry was busy. 


HARRY That's where you got the idea? 
CHILI Part of it, yeah. 


HARRY Wait a minute, you're not the guy, are you? The dry 
cleaner? 


CHILI You mean Leo? 

HARRY You wouldn't be talking to me if you were. 
CHILI I'm not the guy, Harry. 

HARRY But vou work for the casino? 


CHILI I'm out here looking for Leo. | just looked you up as 
a favor to vour dear friend, Dick Allen. 


HARRY So you don 7 work for the casino? 

KAREN Harry, for God's sake . . . 

They both look at ber. 

KAREN Hle’s the shylock. 

She's staring at Chili again. Harry turns to him. 
HARRY [s that right, that’s what you do for a living? 


CHILI What | did till recently. (Looking al Karen) After | 
get done here I'll think about what I'm gonna do next. 


KAREN With your experience, you could always become an 
agent. Right, Harry? 


HARRY Yeah, that’s what we need. More agents. 
KAREN Well. | got an audition tomorrow. 
HARRY No problem. You go on off to bed. 


Karen looks at the two of them sitting there. Not about to 
NOTE. 


KAREN What I'm saying, Harry, is | want you and your 


new buddy to get out of my house. 
HARRY 0h, yeah, sure. 
CHILI Nice meeting you, Karen. 


She just looks at him, turns and walks out. Chili watches 
her go. Harry watches Chili, pours the last of the Scotch 
into Chilis glass... 


HARRY | imagine in your line of work, there were times 
vou had to get rough, you know, say one of your customers 
stopped paying. 


CHILI They always paid. 

Harry nods, thinks a moment, then. . . 
HARRY You pack a gun? 

CHILI Not really. 

HARRY What does that mean? 

CHILI Maybe a few times | have. 
HARRY Ever shot anybody? 

CHILI Once. 

HARRY Really? You ever been arrested? 


CHILI | ve been picked up a couple times. Loan sharking. 
Racketeering. But | was never convicted. I'm clean. 
HARRY Racketeering, that covers a lot of ground, doesn't 
it? 

Chili looks at him. 

CHILI Why don’t you get to the point, Harry? You want me 


to do something for you. 


EXT. FAY DEVOE'S HOUSE - MORNING 
As a Cadillac Eldorado pulls up out front and Ray Bones 
and his man get out, check out the neighborhood . . . 


RAY BONES /1/0.) Hi, I’m Ray, a friend of Chili Palmer's. 


INT. FAY DEVOE'S HOUSE - MORNING 
Fay watches as Ray Bones and his man go through her 
things. 


RAY BONES Have you spoken to Mr. Palmer since your 
husband . . . you know, blew up? 

FAY Maybe once or twice. 

RAY BONES (Coming over) What was it you talked about? 
FAY Oh, nothing really. This and that. 


Ray Bones hits Fay Devoe in the face. She drops to her 
knees and cries oul. Ray Bones crouches down in front of 
her, puts a hand in her hair. 


RAY BONES Fay... (Pulls her head up) Fay. 


She looks at him. Afraid now, ber nose is bleeding. Ray 
Bones smiles at her, strokes her hair. 


RAY BONES Fay, | want us to be friends. And friends 
don’t hit each other, ‘less they have to. (She ods) So whatta 
you say we start all over and you tell me exactly what the fuck 
is goin’ on? 


EXT. SUNSET BOULEVARD - MORNING 

As we BOOM DOWN from a massive billboard for the 
movie Bonaparte, starring Martin Weir as Napoleon, and 
begin tracking with Harry's 8-year-old battered Mer- 
cedes... 


INT. HARRY'’S CAR - SAME TIME 
Harry drives, all the while gesturing with a lit cigarette. 


HARRY These guys, my investors, they run a limo service, 
came to me originally, put money in a few of my pictures and 
did okay, they're happy. So they come in on another deal—this 
was back a few months ago when I was planning what would 
be my next picture, about this band of killer circus freaks that 
travel around the country leaving bodies in their wake. The 
characters, there's this seven-hundred-pound fat lady who 
has a way of seducing guys, gets them in her trailerp— 


CHILI Harry, look at me. 
Harry looks at him. Chili takes away his cigarette. 


CHILI You re trving to tell me how you fucked up without 
sounding stupid, and that’s hard to do. Let's just get to where 
you're at, okay? You blew the two hundred grand the limo 
guys gave you in Vegas on a basketball game and you haven't 
told ‘em about it. Why not? 


HARRY Because they're not the type of guys would take it 
with any degree of understanding or restraint. The first thing 
they'd do is break my legs. 


CHILE You got that on the brain, Harry. If you're so scared of 
‘em, why'd you take their money to Vegas to begin with? 


HARRY Because | need half a million to buy a script. 
CHILI For a movie? 


HARRY A blockbuster. But gaa/if. No mutants or maniacs. 
This one’s gonna be my Driving Miss Daisy. 


CHILI What's it called? 

HARRY J/r. Lovejoy. 

CHILE J/r. Lovejoy? That's the title? 

HARRY It’s not bad when you know what it’s about. 
Harry pulls to the curb, faces Chili. . . 


HARRY Murray Saffrin, guy who wrote it, did all my 


Grotesque pictures, had it in a drawer for twenty years. He 
shows it to me one day, tells me he’s got a star interested, 
would | produce it. 


CHILI Who's the star? 

Harry points across the street to the Cafe Med, where we see 
a RED FERRARI convertible parked out front. We see MAR- 
TIN WEIR and a WOMAN with jet-black hair sitting at a 
lable... 


HARRY ‘lwo-time Academy Award—nominee, Martin Weir. 
CHILI Martin Weir. He played the mob guy that turned 
snitch in Zhe Cyclone. 

HARRY (ne of his best parts. 


CHILI No, his best part was the crippled gay guy that 
climbed Mt. Whitney. 


HARRY fide the Clouds. Good picture. 
They watch Martin and the girl a moment. . . 
CHILI She looks familiar. 


HARRY She's a rock star. (Zhen) Every day, same time, they 
come down here and have breakfast. He has the egg-white 
omelet; she has the banana pancakes. He sits facing west so 
he can see his billboard. She faces east so she has an excuse 
to wear the shades. 


Harry pulls out, starts driving again. . . 


HARRY Anyway, Murray has this shrink, who also happens 
to be Martin's personal trainer's shrink. Murray gives the 
shrink the script and the shrink gives it to Martin's trainer, 
who reads it to Martin while they work out, and Martin flips. 
Loves it. 


CHILI So what's the problem? 


HARRY The problem is Murray. He and a few other blocked 
screenwriters went river rafting down the Kern a few weeks 
ago. Murray never made it back. 


CHILI He drown? 


HARRY Heart attack. Apparently they brought a couple 
hookers along. 


Chili nods, looks up at an ANGELYNE billboard . . . 
HARRY Doris, Murray's widow, finds out about this Martin 
Weir thing and says since Murray and I never had any written 
contract, she wants five hundred grand for the script. 
CHILI So you're thinking what if 1 was to put you next to 
my dry cleaner. Ask him if he wants to invest his money in a 
movie. 

HARRY That, or I'm thinking what if some tragic accident 
were to befall the widow Saffrin— 


i 
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CHILI I'm not gonna pop her, Harry. 
HARRY Just a thought. 


CHILI But | could talk to the limo guys. Tell ‘em to leave 
you alone for a while. Make the point in a way they'd under- 
stand it. 


HARRY You don’t know these guys. 

CHILI Harry, | probably know ‘em better than you do. 
HARRY What do you get out of this? 

CHILI Let's see how we get along. 


EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY 

BO CATLETT, black, tall, put together in a tan outfit - 
suit, shirt, tie - lies on the hood of a SILVER STRETCH 
LIMO, his back against the windshield, reading Daily 
Variety, a headline proclaiming “BONAPARTE STANDS 
TALL AT THE B.O.” We hear the sound of an AIRPLANE 
and he checks his watch. 


He casually folds the newspaper as a 747 screams past 
directly overhead and we... 


PULL BACK TO REVEAL: 
LAX - DAY 
As Bo Catlett pounds twice on the fender. . . 


CATLETT That's us. 


INT. DELTA TERMINAL - DAY 

Bo Catlett walks through the terminal. We hear the arrival 
of the Miami flight announced over the PA as Catlett 
stops at one of the gates. 


We see a plane pulling into the gate through the glass as 
Bo Catlett checks out the other people waiting to greet 
the flight . . . 


Like, for example, the YOUNG DUDE in jeans and a wool 
shirt hanging out. 


Bo Catlett studies him a moment, then sits down in one 
of the chairs. He looks over at... 


A BIG MAN, bearded, wearing a loud Hawaiian shirt, and 
carrying a 3-year-old GIRL in his arms. The girl licks an 
ice cream, spilling some on Daddy's shirt. . . 


Bo Catlett looks over as disembarking PASSENGERS 
start coming through the gate. 


A LATINO MAN gets off the plane and glances around. 
He looks uncomfortable in the loose-fitting suit, like a 
migrant dressed for Saturday night. 


The Latino Man lays his TICKET ENVELOPE on top of the 
trash container near the gateway . . . 


INSERT - TICKET ENVELOPE 
The name Y. PORTILLO printed on the outside. The big 
man with the little girl picks up the ticket and walks away. 


AS THE LATINO MAN 
heads straight for Bo Catlett. 


BO CATLETT Don't say nothing to me. Sit down and act 
like you're waiting for somebody supposed to meet you. 


LATINO MAN The /oce you talking about . . . 
Hitting the word hard. like Tony Montana in Scartace. 


LATINO MAN They nobody know me here, man. Give me 
the focking money. 


BO CATLETT 3i/ down. Now be /ooking. Man over to your 
right in the blue wool shirt hanging out. . . the other way, 
derecho . . . 


Bo Catlett hunches over to rest his arms on his thighs so 
that the Latino Man is now between him and the dude in 
the wool shirt. 


BO CATLETT That's a federal officer, most likely D.E.A. He 
moves his leg, look for the bulge. You savvy bulge? That's his 
backup piece . . . Hey. Try it without looking right at him if 
you can. 

The Latino Man, trying to be cool about it, checks out the 
dude in the wool shirt. Sure enough, theres a bulge down 
near the guys ankle. 

BO CATLETT What's your name? 

LATINO MAN (\ervous now) Yayo. Portillo. 


BO CATLETT All right, Yayo, you know he’s there, now 
forget about him. Now I’m gonna get up. Soon as I'm gone, 
vou sit down in this same seat I'm in. You feel something 
under your ass, it’s the key to a locker where your half a mil- 
lion is. Along with some product we're returning: powder 
been stepped on so many times, it’s baby food. 


Nervous now, Yayo ts staring at the guy with the wool 
shirt. 
YAYO You supposed to give me the focking money yourself. 


Bo Catlett gets up, adjusts his suit jacket, smoothing the 
long roll lapel. 


BO CATLETT 11v to be cool, Yahoo. | told you where it is. 
Do it how I told you and have a safe trip home. Or as you all 
say, vaya con Dios, mothertucker. 

Bo Catlett walks off. leaving Yayo silting there, confused 
now, nol quite sure what to do. 


CLOSE ON HAND HOLDING TICKET ENVELOPE 
The name Y. PORTILLO written on the jacket. 


PULL BACK TO REVEAL: 

INT. BAGGAGE CLAIM - DAY 

Where the Big Man in the Hawaiian Shirt waits by the 
carousel. His LITTLE GIRL HOLDS THE TICKET ENVE- 
LOPE. The big man grabs a case from the carousel and 
walks to the door. He tears the baggage claim stub from 
the envelope and hands it to the SECURITY GUARD. 


EXT. BAGGAGE CLAIM - DAY 

As the big man and the little girl walk to the white stretch 
parked at the curb, RONNIE WINGATE, an aging surfer 
in a suede jacket and running shoes, holds the door 
open for them. 


RONNIE Like fucking clockwork, eh, Bear? 
BEAR/BIG MAN Don't cuss in front of Farrah. 


The Bear hands the case to Bo Catlett, who sits in the back 
of the limo. . . 


GIRL Hi, Bo. 
BO CATLETT How you doing, sweetie? 


As Ronnie gets in back with Bo Catlett, the Bear puts his 
daughter in a toddler seat up front, then gets behind the 
wheel. 


GIRL Here we go! 


EXT. HARRY’S OFFICE - DAY 
Two stories, part of a block of white storefronts on Sun- 
set near La Cienega. 


INT. HARRY'’S OFFICE - DAY 

Light filters through Venetian blinds, illuminating a desk 
stacked with folders, magazines, scripts, papers, un- 
opened mail, hotel ashtrays, a brass lamp, a clock and 
two telephones. 


HARRY | once asked this literary agent what type of writing 
brought the most money and the agent says, “Ransom notes.” 


Chili stands looking over some of the old photographs as 
Harry goes through the mess on the desk. There are some 
of Karen, Harry with a much younger, blond Karen. 
Harry with giant bugs, Harry shaking hands with 
mutants and maniacs, and so on. 


HARRY Here it is... Mr. Lovejoy. 

Harry hands a script to Chili. Chili examines the cover, the 
first time he’s ever held a movie script. He opens it to the 
middle . . . 


CHILI “Lovejoy sits behind the wheel, watching the bar 
across the street, getting his video camera ready for action . . .” 
(Looks up) What's he doing? Following a guy? 


HARRY Read it. It’s a grabber. 


Chili looks out the window as we see a long white stretch 
limo pull to the curb down on the street... 


CHILI Hey, Harry? I think your investors are here. 


EXT. HARRY'S OFFICE - SAME TIME 
As the Bear opens the door for Bo Catlett and Ronnie. . . 


INT. HARRY'S OFFICE - SAME TIME 
As Harry moves away from the window. 


HARRY Jesus... 


Chili tosses the script on the desk, moves between a pair of 


fat red-leather chairs. 


CHILI All right, Harry, make sure the limo guys sit here, not 
over on the sofa. 


Harry is tugging the string to lower the blinds behind the 
desk. 


CHILI No, leave ‘em up, we want the light in their eyes. I'll 
be at the desk . . . but don’t introduce me, let it go, just start 
talking. You're gonna be here, behind ‘em when they sit down. 


HARRY They'll be looking at you. They don’t know who 
you are. 


CHILI That's right, they're wondering, who's this guy? You 
don’t tell ‘em. Understand, Harry? Do not fell ‘em who lam. 


HARRY So what do | say to them? 


CHILI You don’t say any more’n you have to. You say, “Well, 
I'm glad you assholes stopped by so I can set you straight.” 


HARRY You re kidding, right? 


CHILI You tell ‘em the movie's been postponed. Say till next 
year, if you want. But don’t tell ‘em why or what you're doing. 
Understand, Harry? You don’t tell ‘em anything about Mr. 
Lovejoy. 


And the door opens. Chili sits behind the desk, watches the 
two of them come into the office. Ronnie looks about the 
office... at the old photographs . . . 


RONNIE Harry, what year is it, man? We enter a time 
warp? I feel like I'm back in Hollywood of yesteryear. 
Harry waves them right into the two cracked red-leather 
chairs facing the desk. Chili watches as Catlett comes first. 
Sitting down, he nods to Chili, who ignores him. 


HARRY Have aseat... right over here... 


Ronnie sits down in the chair and hooks one leg over the 
arm, swings it up and down, his motor running on some 
chemical. He, too, stares at Chili. . . 19 





HARRY This is my associate, Chili Palmer, who'll be work- 
ing with me. 

Harry already forgetting his instructions. Chili can't 
believe it. The limo guys nod to Chili and Chili nods back. 
frying lo catch Harrys eye. 


HARRY | want to make sure there's no misunderstanding 
here. Despite rumors you might have heard, your investment 
in Freaks is as sound as the day you signed your participa- 
tion agreement. 

Ronnie has his face raised to the ceiling. 

RONNIE | can hear you, but where the fuck are vou, man? 


BO CATLETT (Looking al Chili) What | been wondering 


is where he’s been. 


RONNIE Yeah, where’ve you been? We haven't heard from 
you lately. 


Harry comes around to stand at one side of the desk. his 
hack to the window . . . 


HARRY | 've been off scouting locations. Interviewing actors 
in New York. 


Chili's gaze moves from Ronnie the fool to Bo Catlett the 
dude, the man composed, elbows on the chair arms, his 
hands steepled in front of him. 


HARRY The main thing | want to tell you, the start date for 
Freaks is being pushed back a little, a few months. 


Ronnie stops bouncing his leg. 
RONNIE 4 few months? 
HARRY Maybe longer. We need prep time. 


RONNIE Hey, Harry? Bullshit. We have an agreement with 
you, man. 


HARRY We're gonna make the picture. I've just got another 
project to do first, that’s all. One | promised this guy vears ago. 


Chili shakes his head, cant believe he’s hearing this. Ron- 
nie sits up straight. 


RONNIE | want to see your books, Harry. Show me where it 
is, a two with five zeroes after it in black and white, man. | 
want to see your books and your bank statements. 

CHILI Hey, Ronnie? Look at me. 

Boom. Ronnie looks over. So does Bo Catlett, for that matter 


CHILI You have a piece of a movie, that’s all. You don’t have 
a piece of Harry. He told you we're doing another movie first, 
before we do Freaks. And that’s the way it’s gonna be. 


RONNIE Excuse me. But who the fuck are you? 


CHILI |'m the one telling you how it is. That's not too hard 


to figure out, is it? 


Ronnie turns to Bo Catlett, the man not having moved or 
changed his expression the last few minutes. 


RONNIE (at’ 


Bo Catlett takes his time, gives it some thought. He looks at 
HQTTY . « 


BO CATLETT What's this movie you're doing first? 
CHILE Harry, let me answer that. 
Callett looks at Chili again. 


CHILE But first | want to know who I'm talking to. Am | 
talking to you, or am I talking to him? 


BO CATLETT (/ea/, smiles) You can talk to me. 


CHILE That's what I thought. So let me put it this way: Outside 
of Freaks, it’s not any of your fuckin’ business what we do. 


Now its between them. The guy studies Chili, thinks about 
whether or not to make a move, when Harry steps in, 
reaches over the desk and picks up a script... 


HARRY This is the project, M/r, Lovejoy. I'm not trying to 
pull anything on you guys. This is it, right here. 


Chili looks at Harry, wonders if there's a way to shut him 
up without punching him in the mouth. 


RONNIE 1/7, Loveboy? What is it, Harry, a porno flick? 


He reaches for the script. Harry backs away, holds the 


script to his chest. Bo Catlett notices this. 


HARRY It's nothing. It’s fluff. Nothing you'd be interested 
in. 
Bo Catlett eves him a beat. then pushes out of his chair. . . 


BO CATLETT Harry, you think we go to see your movies? 
I've seen better film on teeth. Makes no difference to me 
which one our money’s in. So how ‘bout you take our twenty 
points out of Freaks and put ‘em in this other one, A/r 
Loverboy. 


HARRY | can't do it. 

BO CATLETT You positive about that? 

HARRY [t's « different kind of deal. 

Bo Callett nods, gets up. heads for the door. 

BO CATLETT You think about us comin’ in on this new one, 


Harry. Let us know. 
RONNIE by Friday, man, or you're fuckin’ dead as disco. 


Ronnie opens his coat so that Harry can see a gun tucked 
in his belt... 


RONNIE Jou hear me? 


Bo Callett gives Ronnie a look. 


BO CATLETT Jake vour time, Harry. (Closes Ronnie's 
Jacket) We're not animals. Are we, Ronnie? 
Bo Catlett glances once more at Chili, then follows Ronnie 


oul the door. Harry stares at the door a moment, senses 
Chili staring athim... 


HARRY \\ iat’ 


CHILI | don’t know, mavbe I wasn’t clear. But I “hough... 
| told you to keep your mouth shut. 


HARRY | had to tell “em something. 
CHILI Never say avzything unless you have to. 


Chili shakes his head as Harry sits down in one of the 
chairs, fumbles for his cigarettes. 

CHILI You tell me you want these guys off your backs. Next 
thing | know, you're saying yeah, maybe they can have a 
piece of Mr. Lovejoy. | couldn't believe my fuckin’ ears. 
HARRY | said I'd think about it. What does that mean? In 
this town, nothing. 


CHILI That's the difference between vou and me, Harry. | say 
what | mean. | want something from someone, | ask ‘em 
straight out. | want Martin Weir, | go get Martin Weir. | don’t 
fuck around with his trainer's shrink. 


HARRY His shrink’s trainer. 
Chili looks al Harry. 
CHILI Take me back to my car, 


EXT. LAX - DAY 
As a plane touches down on the runway . . . 


INT. DELTA TERMINAL - SAME TIME 
Yayo, now soaked with sweat, is still here. He stands 
watching a row of lockers. He stares at one of them... 


CLOSE ON LOCKER 
The number C-018. We PUSHIN... 


YAYO 
Starts to move for it. . . then looks off at... 


A MAN ina suit as we quickly TILT DOWN to the guy’s 
ankle, looks like a bulge there. We then. . . 


WHIP PAN TO 
A WOMAN, dressed casually in slacks and a blouse. We 
TILT DOWN to her ankle, hmmm, is that a bulge? We . . . 


WHIP PAN TO 

A TENNIS SHOE, tapping to some unheard rhythm and 
what looks like a bulge near the ankle. We TILT UP this 
time to reveal A LITTLE KID, listening to a Walkman. 


YAYO 
Obviously losing it now, rubs his eyes and quickly walks 
off to a row of pay phones... 


EXT. KAREN FLORES’ HOUSE - DAY 
Chili's minivan is parked out front. 


TOMMY /1.0.) Where you been? I been callin’ all over for 
vou... 


INT. KAREN'S HOUSE - THE STUDY - SAME TIME 
Chili sits at the desk on the phone. 


TOMMY (Phone) Ray Bones is looking for you. He’s got 
some kinda bug up his ass, can’t sit still. 


INT. BARBERSHOP - DAY 
Tommy on the phone. 


TOMMY | hate to say I told you, but I did. 1 told you don't 
start nothing with him that time. 


INTERCUTTING TOMMY & CHILI: 


CHILI You said don't sav nothing and I didn't. 
TOMMY No, vou just broke his fuckin’ nose. 


CHILI You gonna start that again? You're just like him, all 
you got room for in your brain is one fuckin’ thing. 


TOMMY All | know is he came by the barbershop wanting 
to know where you were staying in Vegas. | told him | don't 
know. | still don’t. 


CHILI How'd he know | was in Vegas? You tell him? 
TOMMY He already knew it. 

CHILI Yeah, well, 'm in L.A. now. 

TOMMY Whiatta vou doing out there? 

CHILE | 'm voing into the movie business. 

TOMMY What're you talking about? You wanna be a 
movie star? 

CHILI |'m thinking about producing. 

TOMMY The fuck vou know about making movies? 
CHILE | don't think the producer has to do much, outside of 
maybe knowing a writer. 

TOMMY Hey, Chil? | think you're fulla shit. 

INT. KAREN’S ENTRYWAY - SAME TIME 

As Karen, still in costume from the day’s shoot - blood- 


stained angora sweater, miniskirt, ripped nylons - steps 
inside, drops her shoulder bag and freezes as she hears . . . 21 





CHILI 0.5.) . . . call me soon as you know when Ray's 
coming out. 


INT. STUDY - SAME TIME 

Chili is scribbling something on a piece of paper as 
Karen comes into the room. Chili smiles at her as he 
hangs up. 


CHILI Hey... (Jakes in her outfit) Karen. 
KAREN What're you doing here? 
CHILI | wanted to come by, apologize for coming into your 


house like I did last night. (Re ber outfit) | like that look on 
you. Not the blood, but the rest of it’s nice. 


KAREN Lemme get this straight, you broke in again to 
apologize for breaking in before? 

CHILI No, no... you left the patio door open. You gotta stop 
doin’ that, all the nice things you got around here. 
KAREN Yeah, well, make sure you lock it on the way out. 
He watches as she starts up the stairs . . . 

CHILI Rough day on the set? 


KAREN 0h, yeah, real rough. I spent the whole day crawl- 
ing out of a grave, screaming, “You killed me, Jim!” 


CHILI What, you play a dead person? 
KAREN Zombie. 


He stands there at the foot of the stairs as she goes into her 
room, starts to change her clothes . . . 


KAREN /(0.8.) Fucking director tells me I’m not conveying 
enough emotion. I'm like, what's to convey?! I'm a corpse! So 
this guy says, a real actress could bring life to anything. That 
maybe I just don’t have the chops. 


CHILI He said that? 
KAREN [i was... intimated. 


CHILI Well, apparently this guy never saw Bride of the 
Mutant. 


She sticks her head out the door, looks down at him . . . 
KAREN You saw that one? 


CHILI Yeah. And when you turn to the camera to tell the 
alien mother that her time on earth is fuckin’ finished . . . 
when you give us all that /ook, Joan fuckin’ Crawford wishes 
on her best day she had that much presence and charisma. 
Not even in Mildred Pierce—which by the way was a better 
book than a movie—did Crawford even touch the fuckin’ . . 
intensity you had in that look. 





KAREN Yeah .. . that was a good scene. | mean, for a horror 
movie. 


CHILI For ay movie. 
She goes back into her room, resumes changing . . . 


KAREN | know I'm better than what I've been doing for 
the last ten years, walking around in a tank top and fuck-me 
pumps, waiting till it was time to scream. 


CHILI Man, can you scream. 


KAREN Yeah. It's a real gift. (74e77) I'm just saying, it'd be 
nice, one time in my career, to get the chance to say one great 
line. You know, like in that Bette Davis picture, Cabin in the . .. 
um... 


CHILI Cos/on. 


KAREN Yeah, you know when Bette comes out of a cabin, 
walks up to a guy on the porch, gives him a flirty look and 
says, “I'd kiss you, but...” 


CHILI/KAREN “| just washed my hair.” 


He looks up the stairs. She’ standing there at the balcony 
in jeans and a T-shirt. She looks incredible. 


CHILI That is a great line. 
Chili watches her come back down the stairs . . . 
CHILI How come you and Harry stopped makin’ movies? 


KAREN | married Martin. That was a full-time job. When 
we split and I got back into it, | wanted to do it on my own, 
without Harry or Martin or anyone. 


CHILI You read Harry's new one? He says it’s the best thing 
he’s ever read. 


KAREN He must mean after Slime Creature 3. 

She goes to the bar, grabs a Coke out of the fridge. . . 
CHILI He wants you to help him get Martin in his movie. 
She taps the can a moment. . . 


KAREN Harry's dreaming of a forty-million-dollar produc- 
tion he'll never get off the ground with a star he'll never sign. 
With or without my help. 


CHILI Harry told me Martin loves it, he flipped. 


KAREN Yeah, well, Martin is known for his flipping. He 
flips over a script, and when the time comes to make a deal, 
he flips out. 


He watches her take a sip... 

CHILI Tell you what, I'll stop by Harry's office and pick up a 
copy for you. 

KAREN Don't go out of your way. 


They consider each other a moment... until Chili finally 
checks his watch, gels up... 


CHILI Well, | gotta have a talk with Leo, my runaway dry 
cleaner. 


KAREN Right. See how your story ends. 


CHILI Yeah. Right. (7ben) Listen, Zouch of Evil’s playing 
near my hotel. You wanna go check it out? Watch Charlton 
Heston play a Mexican? 


Karen looks caught, doesn't answer right away. 
CHILI Maybe some other time. 
He turns to go, then turns back to her... . 


CHILI “He tried to make love to me and I shot him.”/7hen) 
Another great Bette Davis line. 


Karen looks at him. Surprised. He smiles at her. 


CHILI See you around. 


EXT. BEVERLY HILLS HOTEL - NIGHT 

Leo Devoe, dressed in a sporty plaid ensemble, complete 
with little matching hat, gets out of a cab and walks to the 
front entrance. He tips the doorman, gives him a grin. 


DOORMAN Evening, Mr. Devoe. 
LEO And a good evening to you, too, sir. 


INT. HOTEL HALLWAY - NIGHT 
As Leo the high-rolling dry cleaner bounces down the 
hall, unlocks his door. . . 


INT. LEO'S HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 

Dark. Leo enters, heads for the bottle of Chivas on the 
desk. Has one straight out of the bottle, ahhh, before 
pulling a fat wad of cash out of his jacket, tossing it on 
the desk like it's change from the cab fare. 


He then takes off the jacket, unbuttons the shirt, reaches 
for the Chivas again, when we hear . . . 


CHILI /0.8.) Look at me, Leo. 


Crash. Something glass hits the floor. Probably the Chivas 
bottle as Leo nearly has a fucking coronary . . . 


Leo looks over as Chili turns on the light bebind him. But 
what catches Leo's eye is the BRIEFCASE sitting on the 
couch beside Chili. 

CHILI | wouldn't think you're that dumb, leave over three 


hundred grand in the closet, underneath the extra blanket, 
but I guess you are. 


LEO | didn't know where else to keep it. (7hen) Where 
would you? 


CHILI You're here a while, what's wrong with a bank? 


LEO They report it to the IRS. 


CHILI You don’t open an account, Leo, you put it in a safe 
deposit box. Dip in whenever you want. 


Leo nods in his sporty hat and undershirt, thinking it over. 
what to do the next time he scams an airline. 


CHILI You ve been losing. 

LEO |'m up twelve grand today. 

CHILI From when? You left Vegas with four-fifty? 
LEO Who told you that? 


CHILI Now you're down to three-ten in the case. You 
must've cooled off quite a bit since you got here. 


LEO How'd you know | was here? 


CHILI Here's another tip: next time you write a note to your 
wife, don’t use hotel stationery. 


Leo looks away, raises his preshaped plaid hat and recocks 
it, then... 


LEO It was Fay, wasn’t it, told you about the money. She tell 
you my whole life history, for Christ sake? 

CHILI | wouldn't let her if she tried. Why I'm here, Leo, 
basically, is to save your ass. 

LEO How? By taking my money? 

CHILI You can keep what you won today. That’s yours. 
LEO It's all mine. 

CHILI Sit down, Leo. 

Leo sits down in the armchair, stares sadly at the briefcase. 


CHILI | don’t know how you got this far, you're so fuckin’ 
dumb. But now you're through. I’m gonna explain to you 
why and I hope you're not too dumb to understand what I'm 
saying. Okay? 


Leo nods. 


CHILI Ray Bones is now the man you're dealing with. Ray 
Bones finds out what you did, he’s gonna take everything you 
have, including that sporty little hat if he wants it. Then if he 
doesn’t kill you, he'll most likely hit you with some kind of 
heavy object, just so you won't tell on him. 


Chili lets that sink in a minute. 


CHILI Now, /'7 not gonna hurt you or take your stuff. You 
have three-ten in the case, right? I'm gonna take the three 
hundred you scammed off the airline, but the rest of it, the 
ten grand? I’m gonna borrow that and pay you back some- 
time. 


Leo’s squinting at him now... 23 
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LEO You take all my money, but you're borrowing part of it? 


CHILI At eighteen percent, okay? And don’t ask me no more 
questions. I'm leaving. 

He picks up the briefcase as he rises from the sofa and Leo 
gels out of his chair. 

LEO But you won't know where I am. I don’t even know 
where I'll be. 


CHILI I'll find you, Leo... 
Chili reaches for the door, opens it and looks back at Leo . . . 


CHILI You leave a trail like a fuckin’ caterpillar. 


INT. HALLWAY - SAME TIME 
As Chili starts for the elevator. Leo steps into his door- 
way... 


LEO Wait a minute. What's this eighteen-percent-a-year 
shit? You want to borrow ten, the vig’s three bills a week. Fif- 
teen for the vig plus the ten, that’s twenty-five big ones you go 
a whole year, buddy! You hear me? 


Chili stops, turns around. As he starts back, he sees Leos 
scared look just before he slams the door shut. Chili shakes 
his head, starts back for the elevator. 


EXT. GRIFFITH PARK —- NIGHT 

Chili drives up a dark road into the park. He rounds a 
corner, and we see an explosion of light up ahead as we 
come upon... 


A MOVIE SET 

Chili pulls in behind a row of trailers. He gets out of the 
car and heads for the set, where Harry is now looking up 
at the sky and yelling at someone . . . 


HARRY How's anyone gonna see anything from way up 
there? 


CHILI Hey, Harry. 

HARRY Yeah, Chili. Hi. (Looking up) You're fifty feet in 
the air! 

The DIRECTOR—early 20s, dressed like a frat boy—sits 
on a crane about fifty feet above the set. . . 


DIRECTOR Harry. I'm gonna boom down real fast, get a 
subjective POV. 





CHILI Listen, | talked to Karen. She’s gonna think about 
helping you out. 


HARRY Yeah, but whose point of view? 


DIRECTOR Whatta you mean, whose point of view? The 
audience's point of view. 


HARRY (et down here. | wanna talk to you. Come on. . . 
right now... (Zo Chili) She's gonna talk to Martin? 


CHILI She's thinking about it. | just need the key to your 
office. | told her I'd pick up a script. 


Harry losses Chili a key ring. 
HARRY It’s the red one. Take it off the ring. 


Chili sits down in one of the director's chairs that sit off to 
one side. He starts to lake the key off the ring. . 


VOICE Your name Vicky Vespa? 


Chili looks up ata bored-looking ACTRESS standing there 
in a blood-soaked nightie. 


CHILI Excuse me? 

ACTRESS | asked vou, is your name Vicky Vespa? 
CHILI No. 

ACTRESS Then get the fuck outta my chair. 


Chili sits forward, sees her name printed on the back. He 
gels up. As she sits down, we see an ICE PICK sticking oul 
the other side of her head. Chili sits back down next to her 
in the chair with HARRY ZIMM on the back. 


HARRY/70 fhe director) What're you doing? | thought | 
told you to get down here! 


The kid nods to the camera operator, who lowers the crane 
as we BOOM WAY UP... 


HARRY All these camera moves and weird angles and shit 
are gonna distance us from the emotion of the scene. 


DIRECTOR What “emotion?” Girl just got stabbed in the 
ear with an ice pick. 


HARRY She's scared! Fear is an emotion! (7hen) Look, kid, 
if you remember anything from your time working with 
Harry Zimm, let it be the three key words to filmmaking. 


The kid fiddles with the crane controls . . . 
DIRECTOR Yeah? What three words, Harry? 
HARRY Pic ‘1 Save. 

DIRECTOR Hii’ 

HARRY You heard me, Pic ‘n’ Save. 

Harry turns so the rest of the crew can hear him... 


HARRY Now I'm gonna tell you a little story, happened to 
me years ago when I was so broke I had to go to the Pic ‘n’ 
Save over on Vine to buy a lousy candy bar for my dinner. 

Chili watches the crew stop what they're doing and listen. 


HARRY |’ standing in line waiting to pay my two bits 
when | overhear this lady, call her Mildred. talking to the 
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cashier about a movie. 


The director gives a look to his assistant like “Jesus, you 
believe this shit?” 


HARRY So Mildred says to the cashier, “I saw the new 
Streisand picture.” (Gels into it the way Mildred did) “God, 
I just loved it at the end when she brushed Robert Redford’s 
hair off his forehead the way she did when they were together, 
and the way they gave each other this look that said they still 
loved each other, but knew they couldn't be together. That 
look was so... romantic.” 


DIRECTOR ‘hat's great, Harry. So what's the— 


HARRY What she did not say was, “I just loved the way the 
director moved the camera so much it made me fuckin’ sea- 
sick.” All she cared about was that look. All she remembered 
was that /ook. And why do we remember things in movies? 
Because we can see them. 


Harry's right in the guys face now . . . 


HARRY 80... keep this fuckin’ camera down here on 
the ground and shoot this scene, so we can see what the 


fuck is goin’ on, before I get someone over 16 to fuckin’ 


shoot it for you! 

Harry walks over to Chili, sees Chili sitting there. Chili tosses 
Harry bis key ring. 

CHILI Here's your keys, Harry. 

HARRY (et the fuck outta my chair. 


EXT. HARRY ZIMM'S OFFICE - NIGHT 
As Chili pulls up out front, gets out of the minivan. He 
looks up, sees a light on in Harry's office. 


INT. CORRIDOR - NIGHT 
Chili walks down the hallway, dark except for a light on at 
the end of the hall... 


INT. HARRY'S OFFICE - NIGHT 
Bo Catlett, reading glasses, script open in front of him, 
looks up from Harry's desk as Chili steps into the office. 


BO CATLETT This ain't bad, you know it? This Mr. Love- 
joy. Needs a better ending, but, yeah, | can see why Harry 
wants to do it. 


Chili says nothing, sits down in one of the red-leather 
chairs. 
BO CATLETT You understand, I knew Harry was lying, 


saying this wasn't any good, but holding on to it, man, like 
you have to break his fingers to get it from him. 


CHILI That's funny, | was just wondering what I was gonna 
have to break of yours to get it away from you. 


Bo Catlett smiles at him, doesn't give up the script. 


BO CATLETT |'m just explaining to you what I'm doing 
here. Case you think I come to rob the place, rip off any of 
this dusty old shit the man has. 


CHILE I'd never make you out as a burglar, not in that 
outhit. 


Bo Catlett sits back in the chair a moment, watches Chili 
light a cigarelle.. . 


BO CATLETT Harry called you his associate, but what does 
that mean? I never heard your name or read it in Variely or 
The Reporter or anyplace. 


CHILI It’s what he said, I'm his associate. 


BO CATLETT You must bring something heavy to the 
deal. 


CHILI That's right, me. 

Bo Catlett picks up a piece of paper off the desk . . . 

BO CATLETT Says here you're getting Martin Weir for 
Lovejoy. 

CHILI Yeah, we're getting Martin. 

BO CATLETT No shit, come on. How you gonna do that? 


CHILE | put a gun right here . . . (Zouches the side of his 
head)... and | tell him, “Sign the paper, Marty, or you're 
fuckin’ dead.” Like that. 

BO CATLETT | wonder, would that work. Would certainly 
simplify dealing with movie stars. (7hen) You know who I see 
for Al Roxy? Harvey Keitel. The man could do it with his eyes 
closed. 


CHILI Harvey Keitel. Yeah. Maybe. He was pretty good in that 
movie Fingers. 


BO CATLETT | missed that one. Or, hey, you know who 
else? Morgan Freeman. You know Morgan? 


CHILI Yeah, Morgan Freeman. But he’s a colored guy. 


BO CATLETT So? Where's it say in this script he's white? 
Color is what the part needs, man, somebody to do it has 
some style. The way it is now, Ronnie could do it, play him- 
self, some cracked-out asshole. (7ben) So whatta you think 
of the script? 


Bo watches as Chili picks up a copy of the script, begins 


flipping through it. 


CHILI Title’s the first thing’s got to go. And the guy’s name. | 
mean, even this writer's name, Murray Saffrin, is better than 
Lovejoy. 

BO CATLETT |'m with you on that. And don’t you think it 
needs a good female part? 


Chili flips through the script, sees a name. . . 

CHILI There's Ilona. 

BO CATLETT What about her? 

CHILI Get something going there. 

BO CATLETT With Ilona? You know how old Iona is? 
CHILI She's. . . young. 


BO CATLETT Young? She's fuckin’ 9 years old, same age 
as Lovejoy’s kid. Bernie. One she calls Bernard. Have you read 
the script? 


CHILI Yeah, | read it. | was just thinking you could make 
her older. We might even be able to get Karen Flores. 


BO CATLETT Who’ 


CHILI She's been out of movies a few years, but she’s good. 
Real good. 


Bo Catlett studies Chili a moment. smiles . . . 


BO CATLETT You know what I’m thinkin’? (Leans for- 
ward) You wanna make the girl older. | don’t like the end- 
ing. We could do that, you and me, sit down and write the 
script over where it needs it. 


Chili flips through the script a moment. . . 
CHILI You know how to write one of these? 


BO CATLETT What's to know? You have an idea, you write 
down what you wanna say. Then you get somebody to add in 
the commas and shit where they belong, if you aren't positive 
yourself. Maybe fix up the spelling where you have some 
tricky words . . . although I've seen scripts where | Avow 
words weren't spelled right and there was hardly any commas 
in it at all. So I don’t think it’s too important. Anyway, you 
come to the last page, you write in “FADE OUT” and that’s 
the end, you're done. 


CHILI That's all there is to it, huh? 
BO CATLETT Vhat’s all. 


Chili sits forward, stubs out his cigarette, exhales into Bo 
Catlett's face. . . 


CHILI Then what do | need you for? 


BO CATLETT | really think | can be of service on this one. 


Chili starts for the door. 
CHILI Yeah, well, we need a ride somewhere, we'll let you 


know. 

| EXT. NUART THEATER - NIGHT 
As Karen walks up to the box office. Touch of Evil on the 
marquee... 


| 


INT. MOVIE THEATER - NIGHT 

Not so full. Chili sits in the middle, watching the final 
scene as Orson Welles gets blown away, falls into the 
oily river. He can't take his eyes off the screen... 


Karen comes in, starts up the aisle, looking for Chili. She 
spots him, just as he mouths the dialogue along with 
Marlene Dietrich . . . 


MARLENE DIETRICH (0.5. ) He was some kind of man. 


Karen smiles, decides to wait a moment. Chili. lost in the 
movie... keeps mouthing the dialogue . . . 


MARLENE DIETRICH /0.8.) What does it matter what 


you say about people? 
MORT MILLS (/0.5.) Goodbye, Tanya. 
MARLENE DIETRICH (0.8. ) Acids. 


As Tanya/Marlene Dietrich resumes her slow walk away, 


Karen sits down at the end of the row. People start getting 
up to leave. Chili turns to A GUY a few seats away from him. 


CHILI Wow, huh? 


The guy gives Chili a look, puts his arm around his DATE, 
and quickly starts up the aisle so that Chili can now see 
Karen silting there at the end of the row... 


CHILI You been here the whole time? 
KAREN | just caught the end. 
She gets up, they start up the aisle together . . . 


CHILI You know, Welles didn't even wanna do that one. 
Some studio made him do it on account of he owed ‘em one 
and all his own movies lost money. (Walking oul now) But, 
hey, sometimes that’s when you do your best work, you got a 
gun to your head . . . 


EXT. NUART ~ NIGHT 
As Karen and Chili exit the theater, stand there a moment. 
KAREN | read the script. Harry left a copy at the house. 
CHILI What do you think? 

She starts walking . .. 

KAREN | think it’s not horrible. 


CHILE | don't like the title. Or the main guy's name. | think 
Ilona should be a little older. 


KAREN Then you ve read it? 
CHILI Not vet. 


KAREN You and Harry'll make a great team. (7hen) I'm 
gonna make a deal with him: I help Harry get Martin, he lets 
me produce the movie with him. 27 
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CHILI Sounds fair. 

KAREN What do you get out of it? 

He looks at her. 

CHILI That why vou came over here, to ask me that? 
KAREN | want to know. 

CHILE Why does anyone want to be in movies? 
KAREN J\esterday, you were a loan shark. 

He starts walking again... 


CHILI | was never much into it. All that bullshit having to 
do with respect. It’s bad enough having to treat those guys 
like they're your heroes, having to smile when they make 
some stupid remark they think’s real funny. 

KAREN And you think the movie business is any different? 
CHILI Yeah, well... | like movies. | figure if 1 help Harry 
make one, I'll find out what you have to do outside of have 
an idea and raise the money. That doesn’t sound too hard. | 
was in the money business and I get ideas all the time. 
They stop at ber car. 


KAREN ['m talking to Martin tomorrow morning. | told 
Harry I'd meet you and him at Tribeca afterward. (Opens her 
door) This might work, you never know. 


He stands there, watching her drive away. 
CHILI Acids. 
EXT. HARRY’S APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT 


Just above Franklin in the Hollywood Hills. A realtor 
might call it Chandleresque. We call it old and cheap. 


INT. HARRY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT 

Continuing on the old-and-cheap theme. Harry stands 
behind the wet bar pouring himself a strong one. He 
looks at himself in the smoke-tinted mirror squares, 
downs the drink in one and pours himself another. 


A KNOCK AT THE DOOR. 
Harry looks at the door. 


HARRY \\hio is it? 

WOMAN'S VOICE \le. 
HARRY (/ower) Fuck. 
WOMAN'S VOICE | heard that. 


Harry moves to the door and opens it to reveal DORIS 


SAFFRIN— 50ish, fur coal, hair up so that we can see the 
nifty necklace. She leans in the doorway... 


HARRY Hello, Doris. 


DORIS Harry Zimm. You look like a wet kiss. 


And she plants one on him. Walks into the apartment. 


Looking good for ber age. Hell, for any age. 

DORIS Well, aren't you gonna offer me whatever it is you 
taste like? 

HARRY Come on in. 


Doris goes to the window. Harry goes to the bar. pours 
them each a drink... 


DORIS Whit a spectacular view. 

HARRY Yeah, lovely. Last night | watched two guys carjack 
a Camaro down on the corner of Argyle there. (Hands her 
the drink) What do you want, Doris? 

She drinks, never taking her eyes off him. 

DORIS | miss Murray, Harry. 


HARRY Yeah, me, too. He was a helluva good writer. And | 
would know. | discovered him. Made him what he was. 


DORIS What he was, was a hack, couldn't get a job writing 
for anybody but you. (Off Harry) I'm being honest. He was a 
lousy writer, but he was a good husband. | just didn’t know it 
until too late. 

Harry finishes his drink, pours himself another . . . 
HARRY ech, well, twenty-twenty hindsight and all that. 


Harry takes a big, noisy pull off his drink as she moves to 
the bar... 


DORIS | hate being alone. The house is so quiet. So lonely. 
Itneeds .. . (Studies him) aiman’s touch. 


And with that, she opens up the fur coat to reveal that shes 


wearing nothing but a garter belt and high heels. 
HARRY \ice garter. 


She sets her drink down, moves in, wraps her arms around 
his neck... 


HARRY ['i not sure how | feel about this, Doris. 
DORIS (Reaching down) You seem to feel fine about it. 
HARRY | meant morally. Murray was my friend. 
DORIS \urray’s dead. 

She kisses him... Harry pulls back... 


HARRY So this means you've reconsidered our deal on /r: 
Lovejoy? 


DORIS No. But now that you mention it, | did talk to a 
handsome executive at Paramount the other day . .. who just 
happened to get his hands on the script. 


HARRY Yeah, what'd he have to say? 





DORIS He said if Martin's interested, | could get a half a 
million for it easy. But don’t worry, Harry, I'm still giving vou 
until Friday. 


HARRY How honorable of you. 

Now she backs away, gives him a hurt look. 

DORIS Harry. If vou want me to go, just sav the word. 
Harry looks at her a moment. decides . . . 


HARRY \\hiat the hell... 


... and pulls her close as we then... 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. HOLLYWOOD HILLS HOME - NIGHT 

We hear laughter, rock 'n’ roll as a NUDE WOMAN dives 
into a blue-lit swimming pool and swims the length . . . 


We then TILT UP to a HOUSE ON STILTS above this one 
and see the lone figure of Bo Catlett standing on his deck. 


YAYO /0).8.) | spent all day staring at people's bulges! 


EXT. BO CATLETT’S HOUSE - NIGHT 

The shimmering yellow grid of the city in the b.g., Bo 
Catlett, barefoot, bathrobe, leans on the rail of his deck, 
watching the folks frolic twelve stories down. 


YAYO (0...) Listen to me, man, | don’t wan’ no focking key. 
I wan’ the money: 


EXT. BO CATLETT’S DECK - NIGHT 
Bo Catlett looks inside where Yayo paces back and forth. 
The Bear reclines on a chaise lounge. 


BO CATLETT Hey, Yayo? You gonna smoke, get the fuck 


off my seventy-bucks-a-vard carpet. 

Mayo steps out onto the deck. . . 

BO CATLETT | told you where the money is. All vou gotta 
do is go get it. 


YAYO No, I'll tell vou something: | go to the airport and 
they bus’ me, | tell them | was getting something for you, 
tha’s all | know. 


BO CATLETT Vha's all you know, huh? Wait here a 
minute, Yayo, | be back directly. 


Mayo leans against the railing, culs a “now thats the way 
you get things done” look at the Bear. He lights a cigarette. 
looks O.8. and freezes. . . 


YAYO The fock vou doing with that? 
Bo Catlett holds a big .45 out in front of him... . 
BO CATLETT /'in taking you out, Yahoo. 


... and shoots Yayo in the chest, the gun going off loud, 
the round knocking the little Latin man back against the 
railing. 


BO CATLETT Dead focking center, man. 


dayo, a stupid look on his face, stumbles backwards, over 
the railing. The Bear reaches for him, but its too late... 


EXT. HOUSE DOWN BELOW - SAME TIME 

The group down here is too stoned to notice the little 
Colombian who falls from the deck high above like a 
sack of dirt, then slides partway down the slope. 


EXT. BO CATLETT'’S DECK - SAME TIME 
The Bear looks over at Bo Catlett . .. who now calmly 
stares down at the motionless form of Yayo. 


BEAR Now someone's gotta climb down there and get him. 
(Then) You didn't have to shoot him, Bo. You coulda just let 
me beat him up. 


BO CATLETT You see that? The way the man just went 
right over? 
BEAR Jezh, | saw. 


Bo Catlett takes a sip of bis drink, looks at the railing. 


BO CATLETT Maybe we can get Chili Palmer up here. You 
hx my railing to give way like they do in the movies. Then | 
invite the man out here, have a look at my view. Get him to 
lean over the railing, see all the naked people down there . . . 
a tragic accident, Officer. . . 


Bear looks at him. 


BEAR Cat, that’s the dumbest fucking idea I ever heard. No 
one would ever fall for that. 


BO CATLETT Seah, well, ['m bored, Bear. | wanna make 


movies. 
Bear looks at him. 


BO CATLETT | mean, what's the point of living in L.A. if 


you're not in the movie business? 
Bo Catlett leans on the railing, looks down at Yayo again. 


BO CATLETT And | mean high up in it. (7arns fo Bear) 
That's why Harry's gonna make Wr, Lovejoy with me, not 
Chili Palmer. 


BEAR J/r, Lovejoy? Mr. Lovejoy? That's cute, Bo. 


BO CATLETT Doesn't matter what it’s called, Harry's got 
Martin Weir and it’s gonna be big. 


BEAR They all sound big at the talking stage. 


EXT. MARTIN WEIR’S HOUSE - MORNING 
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Karen pulls into the driveway in a convertible BMW. As 
she checks her make-up in the REARVIEW MIRROR, we 
see Chili pull up behind her in his rented minivan. She 
turns around, frowns, and quickly gets out of her car. 


He gets out of the van... holds up a Star Map... 
CHILI This thing's actually accurate. | bought it for ten 
bucks from a kid in a lawn chair on Sunset . . . 


KAREN You were supposed to wait for me with Harry at the 
restaurant. 


Chili points to a star on the map. . . 


CHILI See, here it is... Martin Weir's house . . . right across 
the street from George Hamilton. 


VOICE Chili, Jesus! 


They both look to the front door where a tall, skinny 
WOMAN with wild, jet-black hair stands. 


WOMAN It is you... 


She comes bounding down the steps, runs over and gives 
him a hug... Karen can't believe what she sees. 


CHILI Nicole? 

WOMAN I1's Nicki now. | don’t believe this . . . 

CHILI Me neither. (70 Karen) We know each other. 

Karen smiles: “How ‘bout that.” Then looks at Nicki. 
KAREN Hello, Nicki. 

NICKI Karen. Shit. | didn’t see you there. How are you? 
Karen starts to answer, but Nicki's already bustling Chili 


inside. . . 


INT. MARTIN WEIR’S HOUSE - DAY 

White everything. Way off in the b.g., a view onto the 
huge backyard. A poolman cleans the pool. A gardener 
blows the leaves. 


Martin's extensive photography collection lines the walls. 
Chili steps inside, checks some of them out: most of the 
photographs are of Martin. 


NICK] Martin will be out in a minute. (70 Karen) Chili was 
the only one at Momo’s didn’t hit on me. 


KAREN What a gentleman. 


NICKI You like my hair? (Reaches up, touches it) Black 
like this? 


CHILI It's nice. Especially under your arms. 
Somehow this makes Karen feel better. 


NICKI Martin won't let me shave. I guess I fill some need. 


Brings him back to the ‘60s or something. 
Karen turns as we hear a TOILET FLUSH somewhere 0.8. 
NICK] (Looks 0.8.) Speak of the devil . . . 


Chili follows her gaze and we see... 


MARTIN 
As he comes down the stairs, checking the front of his 
trousers. He and Karen spot each other. Both look uncom- 
fortable for a fraction of a second, then Martin hurries over 
toher... 


MARTIN Karen. Wow. Look at you... 

KAREN Hello, Martin. 

He hugs her and hangs on, leaving Nicki and Chili stand- 
ing there like idiots. 

MARTIN Mmmmm. You smell terrific. (70 Nicki) She 
always smelled so good. 

NICKI (Jbrilled) Neat. (Then) Martin, this is Chili Palmer. 
MARTIN Chili, is it? 

CHILI Yeah, a pleasure, Martin. 

NICKI Chili's a gangster. Ran a club | used to play at for 


another gangster back in Miami. How is Momo these days, 
anyway? 


CHILI Dead. 
Karen fights a smile. Nicki nods solemnly . . . 
NICKI Bummer. (7ben) Well, I'll let you all get to your 


movie talk. Chili, make sure you say goodbye before you 
leave. 


CUT TO: 
A PORTRAIT OF MARTIN WEIR 
Done in cracked oils, the whole bit. 


PULL BACK TO REVEAL: 

MARTIN'S LIVING ROOM 

Martin, Karen and Chili all sit on white couches. Martin is 
checking out Karen, nodding. . . 


MARTIN I'm sitting here, I'm looking at you and I'm having 
these flashes. You know, flashbacks, of memories. (7ouches 
her hair) Ot us. 


KAREN Reilly: 


MARTIN Yeah, and I'm wondering, how did it go wrong? 
How did it all . . . slip away? 


KAREN “It” didn’t slip away, Martin, you did... when you 
went off to fuck Nicki in the middle of my birthday party. 


Martin brings his hand back, nods, lost in thought. . . 


MARTIN Yeah. That was a good party. 
CHILI You know, Marty, you were good in 7he Cyclone. 


MARTIN \Martin. [t was a beautiful role. All | had to do was 
to find the character's center, the stem I'd use to wind him 
up, and he'd play, man, he'd play. 

Karen looks like she wants to throw up. 


CHILI Well, you had it down cold. Watching you in the 
movie, if | didn’t know better I'd have to believe you were a 
made guy and not acting. Even the fink part. | never met a 
fink and | hope to God I never do, but how you did it must be 
the way finks act. 


MARTIN A few weeks before shooting, | went back to Ben- 
sonhurst, just to listen to you guys. See, I’m Italian, but | 
grew up in Tarzana. So | wanted to pick up your rhythms of 


speech. 
CHILI We talk different? 


MARTIN It's more like your attitude. Your tone, your speech 
patterns demonstrate a certain confidence in yourselves, in 
your opinions, your indifference to conventional views. 


CHILI You mean like we don't give a shit. 


MARTIN Yeah. Kinda. Anyway, once | have the authentic 
sounds of speech, the rhythms, man, the patois, | can actually 
begin to think the way those guys do, get inside their heads. 


Chili exchanges a look with Karen, who sits back now. 
Ready to give up. 


CHILE Okay, I'm one of those guys you mention. I'm actually 
one of ‘em. What am | thinking? 


Martin looks at Chili. . . 


MARTIN Don't get me wrong, I'm not saying an actual 
metamorphosis takes place. That wouldn't be acting. 


Karen looks at Martin, shakes her head. 

CHILI So you don’t know what I'm thinking. 

MARTIN No, | don’t. Though I have to say I'm curious. 
CHILI So you want to know. 

MARTIN If you'd like to tell me, yeah. 

CHILI I'm thinking of a movie. 

MARTIN One of mine? 

CHILI One we're producing. 

MARTIN With what? Wiseguy money? 


Martin cracks himself up. Karen and Chili crack up with 
him, Karen leaning into Chili. . . 


KAREN Maybe this was a bad idea. 


But Chili keeps looking at Martin. 


CHILI Martin, I'm not connected to those people anymore. 
Not since | walked out of a loan shark operation in Miami. 


MARTIN What happened? The pressure got to you? 
CHILI Pressure? I'm the one applied the pressure. 


Chili sits back. Karen is starting to enjoy Chili's handling 
of Martin... 


CHILI Imagine you're the shylock. A guy owes you fifteen 
grand and he skips, leaves town. What do you do? 


MARTIN | don't know— 


CHILI Come on, you're an actor, you like to pretend. You 
been to Bensonhurst. Give it a go. 


Chili watches as the movie star hunches over, narrows bis 
shoulders. For a few moments he holds his hands together 
in front of him, getting a shifty look in bis eves. Karen 
shakes her head... 


KAREN 0h), for Chrissake— 
MARTIN | know. I’m doing Shylock instead of a shylock. 


Okay, what's my motivation? The acquisition of money. To 
collect. Inflict pain if | have to. 


Karen watches as Martin stares at Chili, bis expression 
gradually becoming deadpan, sleepy . . . 


MARTIN Guy owes me fifteen large and takes off, I go after 
him. The fuck you think I do? 


CHILI Martin, look at me. 
MARTIN [in looking at you. 
So is Karen, for that matter. 


CHILI No, | want you to look at me the way I'm looking at you. 
Put it in your eyes, “You're mine, asshole,” without saying it. 


MARTIN ike this? 

CHILI What're you telling me, you're tired? You wanna go to 
bed? 

MARTIN Wait. How about this? 

CHILI Now you're squinting like you need glasses. 

Karen looks away now, fighting a smile. 

CHILI Look a/ me. I'm thinking, you're mine. | fuckin’ 
own you. What I'm 7o/ doing is feeling anything about it one 
way or the other. You understand? You're not a person to me, 


you're a name in my collection book, a guy owes me money, 
that’s all. 


Martin nods, gives Chili a nice deadeyed look. Karen is 
thoroughly enjoying Chili's manipulation of Martin. 31 
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MARTIN How about this? 

CHILE That's not bad. 

MARTIN That's what | think of you, asshole. Nothing. 
CHILI | believe it. 

MARTIN | turn it on when | confront the guy. 


CHILI Yeah, but you haven't found him yet. (7hen) The guy 
took off for Las Vegas. 


MARTIN How do | know that? 

Karen looks at Chili as he sits back... 

CHILI The guy's wife tells you... 

INT. TRIBECA RESTAURANT - DAY 

Two floors, the upstairs with a railing overlooking the bar. 


Harry, a drink in front of him, sits in a big corner booth 
upstairs. He checks his watch . . . 


VOICE Harry, how you doing? 


Harry looks up to see Bo Catlett, dressed up as usual, 
standing there with the Bear, wearing a Hawatian shirt. 





HARRY Bo. I'm great. Listen, I'm expecting some people 
BO CATLETT You must be makin’ some big deals, doin’ 


lunch in a place like this. 
HARRY [im workin’ on a few things. 


BO CATLETT Yeah, | hear you bagged Martin Weir for Jr. 
Lovejoy. 


HARRY Boy, this town. Word gets around, doesn’t it? 
Harry chuckles, lakes a sip of his drink. 

BO CATLETT Chili Palmer told me. 

Harrys smile goes away. 


BO CATLETT L.ast night. When he called me over to your 
office to talk about it. 


HARRY Chili Palmer showed you my script? 
BO CATLETT Yeah, | was wondering why he would do 
that. 


INT. MARTIN WEIR'S HOUSE - SAME TIME 
Martin is leaning forward . . . hooked... 


MARTIN The wife sues the airline. (Nods) This is a gutsy 
babe. 

CHILI Good-looking, too. (Zurns fo look at her) Like Karen. 
Chili smiles at ber. Martin leans forward. 


MARTIN So when do | meet up with the husband and 


give him the look? 


CHILI It’s not that simple. You have to be careful. There's 
another guy that comes along, a hard-on you owe some 
money to. A mob guy. Wants to take you out anyway, on 
account of a past situation. 


MARTIN Okay. I'm listening. 

Chili stops: he doesn't know what else to say. Martin waits, 
then looks at him a moment. . . 

CHILI At this point, basically, that has to be it. 

MARTIN You're not going to tell me the rest? 

Martin looks at Karen, and then Chili, shakes bis head. 


MARTIN | don’t know how long you've been in the busi- 
ness, but that’s the most ingenious pitch I've ever had thrown 
at me, and | mean in my entire career. You got me playing 
the guy, the shylock, before I even realized it was a pitch. So 
now | have to read the script to find out what happens. Beau- 
tiful. Really, that was artfully done. 


KAREN Well, actually, Martin, the movie we came to talk 
about is Mr. Lovejoy. 


CHILI Yeah. We understand you read the script and like it . . . 
‘t lot. 


MARTIN Refresh my memory... 


INT. TRIBECA - SAME TIME 
Harry drains his drink. Bo Catlett exchanges a look with 
the Bear, then... 


BO CATLETT Listen, Harry, how would you like to get your 
hands on five hundred grand. You pay me back at your con- 
venience, no interest. 


HARRY Jou serious? 
BO CATLETT All | want in return is to work on the movie 


with you. ‘Fact I already got some ideas on how to fix it up. 
Bo Catlett signals the waiter... 


BO CATLETT How ‘bout another one for Mr. Zimm. A 
double. 


HARRY You're gonna just give me five hundred grand? 
BO CATLETT We'll talk about that, Harry. But first I gotta 


know, how'd you hook up with Chili Palmer? 


EXT. MARTIN WEIR’S HOUSE - DAY 
Karen, Martin and Chili walk out to the driveway. 


MARTIN Lemme talk to Buddy, set up another meeting. 
CHILI Buddy? 
KAREN Lufkin. His... agent. 


MARTIN Yeah, Karen knows him. 
KAREN But you are interested? 


MARTIN |'in intrigued, yeah. You know what might help 
you, take a look at 7he Cyclone again, the way a visual fabric is 
maintained even while the metaphor plays on different levels. 
Hey— (Nods to minivan) This your ride, Chili? 


Chili follows Martin over to the minivan, opens the door 
for bim. 


MARTIN \ery nice... 

CHILI Yeah, | like it. I'm high up, | can see everything, you 
know? It’s the Cadillac of minivans. 

MARTIN What's that? 

CHILI Compass. 

MARTIN Wow. (7ben) Mind if | take it for a spin? 


INT. TRIBECA RESTAURANT - DAY 
Bo Catlett and Harry are laughing as Harry, very drunk 
now, finishes another drink . . . 


BO CATLETT He was watching Letterman, huh? Sneaky, 
that Chili Palmer. (Signals the waiter, then) So, he ever find 
this dry cleaner, the one with all that money on him? 


HARRY eo. | don't know. 
Bo Catlett and the Bear look at each other. 


BO CATLETT | bet he did and he ain’t givin’ you a penny 
of it, help you out. Not the way | am. 


Harry looks at Bo, cant believe what's happening to his 
life, thinks a moment, then... 


HARRY Assuming | go along with this, when can I have the 
five hundred? 


BO CATLETT Whenever you want it. The money's in hun- 
dred dollar bills inside one of those jock bags, you know? Ina 
locker at the airport, waiting to be picked up. 


HARRY Whe airport? 


BO CATLETT It was waiting out there on another deal, 
one that didn’t go through; one you don't want to know 
about. 


Harry shakes his head, looks around the restaurant. Bo 
and the Bear exchange looks, then... 


HARRY | don't know. 
BO CATLETT It's not the kind of thing you do. 
Another glance at the Bear, then . . . 


BO CATLETT That's why | was thinking you could send 
your boy Chili Palmer. He gets busted or hit on the head, you 


aren't out nothing. 


And with that, Bo Catlett calmly slides an ORANGE KEY 


across the table to Harry. Harry stares at it. It has the 
number C-018 printed on the flat orange part. 


HARRY (-(/5. 
BO CATLETT That's the magic number. 
BEAR (Cut... 


And they all look... 


DOWNSTAIRS 

As Chili and Karen enter the restaurant. Chili checks out 
the bar, sees they aren't there, then looks up at the rail- 
ing... keeps his eyes up there as he says... 


CHILI Wait here. 
Chili moves to the staircase, now sees the Bear in bis 
Hawatian shirt standing a few steps down from the top. 


Chili gets within three steps of the guy and stops, but doesnt 
look up, keeping his eves fixed on the man’s gut. 


BO CATLETT I'd like you to meet my associate, the Bear. 
Movie stuntman and champion weightlifter, as you might've 
noticed. Picks up and throws out things | don’t want. 

Chili doesn't move. keeps his eyes on the man’s crotch. 


BEAR We think you ought to turn around and go back to 
Miami. 


Chili slowly moves his gaze up through hibiscus until he’s 
looking at the man’s bearded face. . . 


CHILI So you're a stuntman. Are you any good? 


he Bear grins and turns his head to the side. as if he’ too 
modest to answer and will let Bo Catlett speak for him. 


This makes the next move easier... the guy nol even 
looking as Chili grabs a handful of his crotch, steps aside 
and yanks him off the fucking stairs. 

The Bear yells out of pain and fear as the beefy guy rolls 
all the way down the stairs to land on the main floor, a 


few feet away from where Karen now stands. 


Chili keeps watching until he sees the guy move, then looks 
up al Bo Callett, who's now coming down . . . 

CHILI Not bad, for a guy his size. 

Chili continues up the stairs to where Bo Catlett stands 
beside the table. Chili unbuttons his coat. . . 


CHILI I'll make you a deal. If you can get out of here before 
| take my coat off, | won't clean up the floor with you, get 
vour little costume all messed up. 33 
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Karen watches now as Bo Catlett puls a hand in his coat 
pocket, steps right up to Chili... . 


BO CATLETT You don't know me. You only think you do. 


Bo walks past Chili, goes down the stairs. Chili watches as 
Bo Catlett helps the Bear get to his feet. They leave the 
restaurant, the Bear looking over his shoulder at Chill. 


Even Karen is looking at him differently now as they slide 
into the booth with a now-shocked, rapidly sobering Harry. 


CHILI Rough business, this movie business. | may have to 
go back to loan sharking for a rest. 


Harry doesn't say anything. Karen looks at him. 
KAREN Harry, what're you still doing with those guys? 


HARRY He happens to be loaning me five hundred grand, 
no strings, | write any kind of agreement I want. 


CHILI Is he giving vou a check or cash? 


HARRY (Cash. It happens to be waiting right at this 
moment in a locker at the airport. 


KAREN A locker at the airport? Jesus Christ, Harry. Tell me 
you're not really that stupid. 


CHILI The guy’s setting you up. You pulled out of their 
Freaks deal so he's paying you back. 


HARRY Oh. is that right? I'm being set up? Then how come 
Catlett said | should send yozs out to get it, since you haven't 
done a fucking thing for me since you got into this... except 
showing Bo Catlett my script? 


Chili looks at Karen. smiles, shakes his head . . . 


CHILI Okay, Harry, I'm wrong, You're not the one he’s setting 
up. 


HARRY | mean, at least Bo's invested in three of my movies. 
KAREN Harry, we spoke with Martin. 

HARRY ‘\\e"’ 

KAREN (Chili and me. 

Harry looks at the two of them, differently now . . . 
HARRY Really. 

CHILI Yeah, he wants us to talk to Buddy, set up a meeting. 
HARRY A meeting with who? You and Karen? 

KAREN Harry — 


HARRY Man's in town two days, thinks he’s David O.-fuck- 
ing-Selznick. 


Karen and Chili look at each other as Harry finishes bis 
drink. 


HARRY So how ‘bout it, Mr. Selznick, do | make my deal 
with Bo? Or you gonna finally help me out, have a word with 
vour dry cleaner when you find him? 


CHILI | found him. 

Harry looks at him. 

CHILI Forget about Leo’s money, Harry. 

HARRY You have it? 

CHILI Harry, if 1 gave you Leo's money you'd have Ray 


Bones all over your ass and then you'd be in a whole new 
kinda trouble. 


HARRY \\ ho’ 


CHILI Kay Barboni. Guy from Miami, owns Leo now that 
Momo died. 


HARRY Who the fuck is Momo? Jesus, where do you get these 
fucking names? 


CHILI Tell you what, Harry, tomorrow morning, when the 
airport's crowded, I'll go check it out. If | don’t see a prob- 
lem, I'll pick up the money . . . 


KAREN | wouldn't get my hopes up, Harry. 


Harry thinks a moment, lays the key on the table—but 
keeps his hand on it. 


HARRY Maybe | oughta talk to this Ray Bones character 
myself. See if he wants to invest in my movie. 

CHILI Don't waste your time, Harry. The guy's not much of 
a movie fan. Now, c'mon, gimme the key. 

Harry finally lifts his hand. 


EXT. HARRY’S OFFICE - NIGHT 
A light on upstairs . . . 


HARRY (1.0.) Bones. B-O-N-E-S. 


INT. HARRY'S OFFICE - SAME TIME 
Harry sits at his desk, the phone cradled to his ear, a 
half-empty bottle of Scotch in front of him. 


OPERATOR (?hovie) | show a “Dem Bones Barbeque” in 
Dade County, but that’s all. 


HARRY Oh. Wait a minute. That's not his real name. It's uh 
... uh... veah—try Barboni. B-A-R-B-O-N-I. 


INT. RAY BONES’ APARTMENT - NIGHT 

We start CLOSE ON A TELEPHONE .. . Sinatra playing 
in the b.g. The PHONE RINGS and we BOOM UP to 
reveal a CLOSED DOOR across the room. . . 


INT. BATHROOM - SAME TIME 


Ray Bones nests on the can, humming off-key to Frank, 
reading Weir'd Tales, Martin Weir's autobiography. He 
looks up, listens to the PHONE RING. 

BONES Fuck. 


The phone KEEPS RINGING. Bones thinks about it a 
moment, then tosses the book aside. . . 


BONES Fuck fuck fuck fuck . . . 


INT. FRONT ROOM - SAME TIME 
As Bones bursts out of the john and grabs the phone. 


BONES |Wha/? 


INTERCUTTING HARRY & RAY BONES 

Phone to his ear, Harry downs another drink, sits up. 
HARRY Ray Barboni? 

BONES Whi is this? 

HARRY Are you the guy they call Ray Bones? 
BONES Depends. Who's this? 


HARRY Who is this? I’m the one telling you the way it is, 
okay, asshole? That's who | am. Now you want your three 
hundred grand or don’t you? 


BONES What three hundred grand? 


HARRY The three hundred grand a guy named Leo Devoe 
scammed off an airline. The three hundred grand Chili 
Palmer now has in his possession. 


Okay. This gets Bones’ attention. 
HARRY Hello? You there? 


BONES Yeah, I'm here. | just don’t like the anonymous 
crap. It means you're either chickenshit or not for real. 


HARRY Yeah? Well, trust me. I'm very for real. 
BONES (kay. So who are you? 

HARRY | work for Harry Zimm, all right? 
BONES Who’ 


HARRY Harry Zimm. The man happens to be a major Hol- 
lywood player. 


BONES Never heard of him. 


HARRY Maybe that’s because you've never been out've 
fuckin’ Miami, dipshit. Maybe it’s time you got on a plane, 
flew out to L.A. and took a meeting with Mr. Zimm. 


Bones sits down, trying to put this together . . . 


BONES So, what, this Zimm guy asking for some kinda 


finder’s fee, that what we're talking about here? 


HARRY Hey. Zimm don't ase for dick. Zimm fells you the 
way itis... or else. 


BONES ()r else what? 
HARRY 0)r else use your fucking imagination. 


Harry hangs up on the other end. Bones stares at the phone. 


INT. HARRY’S OFFICE - SAME TIME 
He sits there a moment, also staring at the phone. 


HARRY \lotherfucker. 


He then realizes his hands are shaking, grabs the bottle 
and pours the rest of the Scotch down his throat. 


EXT. LAX - DELTA TERMINAL - MORNING 
Busy. Travelers moving along the sidewalk. Here comes 
Chili... he enters the terminal and we .. . 


CUT TO: 

A ROW OF LOCKERS 

All with keys sticking out of them except one. We push 
inon that one... C-018. 


CHILI stands between rows of lockers on either side of 
him. He studies them a moment longer, then looks up at 
the ARRIVALS MONITOR. He starts writing something 
down on a CARD as we push past him .. . pushing in on 
#83 from NEWARK... 


INT. AIRPORT GIFT SHOP — DAY 

As Chili buys an L.A. LAKERS T-SHIRT and a BLACK 
CANVAS ATHLETIC BAG. He pauses to check out the 
magazine rack. Martin Weir is on the cover of everything 
including his hardback autobiography Weird Tales. He 
grabs a copy... 


Chili puts the book and the T-shirt inside the athletic bag, 
puts that inside the paper gift-shop bag, and then looks 
around... 


A SCRUFFY-LOOKING KID 

Eighteen or so, checking out the skin magazines as Chili 
comes up behind him. 

CHILI You want to make five bucks, take you two minutes? 
The kid looks at him, but doesn't answer. 


CHILI You go over to those lockers over there and put this in 
C-O17. 


The kid still doesn't say anything. 


CHILI It’s a surprise for my wife. But you have to do it quick, 
okay? While she’s in the can. i bo 
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That sounds like it makes sense. so the kid nods . . . 
KID \eah, okay. 


Chili gives him the paper bag with his purchases, a five 
dollar bill and three quarters. He watches as . . . 

Ihe kid walks over to the row of lockers... puts the quar- 
fers into C-017, opens it, puts the stuff inside. pulls the key 
and then walks back over to Chili, handing him the key. . . 


CHILI Vhanks. 


EXT. AIRPORT — DAY 
As a plane touches down. . . 


INT. DELTA TERMINAL ~ DAY 

As Chili watches the last few passengers come off the 
plane. He watches them pass through the gate until he’s 
standing there by himsellt. 


Okay, he turns and walks down the aisle now to the bank 
of lockers three-high where C-018 is just about in the 
middle. 


He looks both ways, takes his time, waits until a group of 
people pass behind, giving him a screen, giving him just 
time enough to open C-017, grab the black athletic bag 
and close the locker. 


Chili gets about ten yards down the aisle, heading tor 
daylight, when a BLACK GUY IN A SUIT comes toward 
him and stops right in his path... 


BLACK GUY Excuse me, sir... 


Now theres a BIG GUY IN A PLAID WOOL SHIRT next to 
him, the same guy we saw when Bo Catlett was here. And. 
Christ, ANOTHER GUY now, this one down the aisle, talk- 
ing on his hand radio. The black guy has his 1D. folder 
open... 


BLACK AGENT Curtis. Drug Enforcement. These are 
Agents Dunbar and Morgan, would you come with us, please? 


CHILI What's wrong? What's this about? 
Agent Curtis turns and starts off. 


DUNBAR Let's follow him and behave ourselves. What do 
you say? 


As Chili walks off with the D.E.A, guys, We see... 


RAY BONES 

Coming out of one of the gates. He looks at A GUY hold- 
ing a square piece of cardboard that reads “MR. BAR- 
BONE’ 


GUY Mir. Barbone? Welcome to L.A. I'm Bobby, your driver. 
You have a good flight? 


RAY BONES (S/aris walking) | hope you drive better 
than vou fucking spell, jackoff. My name's Barboni, not Bar- 
bone. 


As Ray Bones then walks off, we see coming out a different 
gale... 


THREE COLOMBIANS 

All in dark suits. Two big guys in sunglasses flanking one 
smaller, older guy . . . 

BIG GUY You want to go to the hotel first, Mr. Escobar? 
MR. ESCOBAR | want to get my focking money. 

INT. SMALL AIRPORT OFFICE —- DAY 

Chili stands there while Curtis opens Chili's wallet and 
looks at the driver's license. Dunbar in the plaid shirt 
pulls the Lakers T-shirt out of the athletic bag, feels 
around inside. The agents glance at each other without 
giving any kind of sign. 

CURTIS You live in Miami? 

CHILE What's right. 

CURTIS What're you doing in Los Angeles? 

CHILI |'m in the movie business. 

CURTIS You re an investor, is that it? 

CHILI | 'm a producer. 

CURTIS You have a card in here? 

CHILI Not vet. | just started. 


Chili watches Curtis pick up the note with the Newark flight 
number and arrival time written on it. 


CHILI I'd appreciate your telling me what this is about. 


DUNBAR | vot «John Doe warrant here. | can strip-search 
vou if | want. 


CURTIS Pat him down. 

DUNBAR Why don't | strip-search him. 
CURTIS Pat him down. 

The big guy puts Chili against the wall. 
DUNBAR Spread your legs. 

CURTIS What're you doing at the airport? 


CHILI | was supposed to meet my wife, but she wasn’t on the 
flight. 


CURTIS Why, you live in Miami, was your wife coming from 
Newark? 


CHILI We had a fight and she left me, went back to Brook- 


lyn. | asked her to come out here, you know, thinking with a 
change of scenery maybe we could get back together, and she 
said okay, but evidently she changed her mind. 

CURTIS Your wife a Lakers fan? 

CHILI | am. I'm a fan of evervthing that’s L.A. [ love it out 
here. 

He looks over his shoulder to give the guy a smile. Curtis 
doesn't return it. 


CURTIS You can go. 


Chili moves to the table to collect his things. Curtis watches 
him, then... 


CURTIS By the way, you recall the number of the locker you 
used? 

CHILI It was C. .. | don't know, 16 or 17, one of those. 
Why? You looking for a bomb or something? 

CURTIS Something shouldn't be there. 


CHILE Why don't you get the attendant to open all the lock- 
ers and take a look. Maybe you'll find it. 


CURTIS That's an idea. (Il think about it. 


CHILE That's what I'd do. (Looks right al Curtis) Make sure 
| got the right guy next time. 


CURTIS Get him out've here. 


EXT. FREEWAY - DAY 
Usual L.A. traffic, a black Town Car in the middle of it. 


INT. LINCOLN TOWN CAR - SAME TIME 
As Ray Bones looks out a tinted window at the freeway. 


BOBBY \ou ever wanta go to the beach, here's the freeway 
you take we're coming to. 

RAY BONES | live in Miami and you want to show me a 
fuckin’ beach? The sun ever come out here, or you have this 
smog all the time? 


BOBBY Jhey say the smog's the reason we have such beau- 
tiful sunsets. 


RAY BONES That's what they say, huh? What a buncha 
fuckin’ bullshit. 


EXT. AIRPORT PARKING STRUCTURE - DAY 

Chili glances about, makes sure no one’s around, then 
pulls the key for the “right” locker out from a crack in 
the pavement, near the stairwell. He then goes up the 
stairs to... 


ANOTHER LEVEL 
Where the Bear, in his trademark Hawaiian shirt, is 


standing beside Chili's car. He straightens up as Chili 
exits the stairwell and walks up to him. 


CHILI | don't know how I could've missed you with that 
shirt on. It's the same as the other one you had, only the 
hibiscus are a different color, right? 


BEAR So vou didn’t have the key with you. 


CHILI You think I'd be standing here? You set somebody up 
and you want it to work, it has to be a surprise. Can you re- 
member that? 


BEAR You spotted them, huh? 


Chili looks at him. the guy either dumb or making con- 
versation. 


CHILE What, did you see it work in some movie vou got beat 
up in? 


BEAR | hive to ask you for that key. 


CHILI What. the setup didn’t work so you want the key 
back? 

BEAR Catlett says if you don’t open the locker, the deal’s 
off. 

CHILI You serious? This is how you guys do business? I can't 
believe vou aren't dead. 


lhe Bear keeps staring, but doesnt say anything. 


CHILI Look, there’s no fuckin’ way I'm gonna give vou the 
key, outside of you point a gun at my head. Then we might 
have something to talk about. Now step away from the car. 


BEAR | don't need a gun. Where is it? If it isn’t on vou, it’s 
around here someplace. 


Chili shakes his head, tired of this, but still feeling a little 
sorry for the guy. He looks off in a kind of thoughtful way. 
furns to the Bear again and kicks him in the left knee. hard. 


he Bear stumbles, bunching over. Chili grabs him by the 
hair with both hands, pulls his bead down and brings his 
oun knee up into the guys face. This straightens him and 
now Chili hits him high in the belly as hard as he can, 
right under the rib cage. 

Ihe Bear sucks air with his mouth open trying to breathe, 
helpless now and in pain. Chili takes him by the arm... 


CHILI Lie down on your back. Come on, if you want to 
breathe. 


He gels the Bear down on the concrete, straddles his mid- 
section and reaches down to lift him up by the waist of his 
pants. 


CHILI Take deep breaths through your mouth and let it out 
slow... that’s it, like that. 
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The Bear starts to breathe okay again. He checks his teeth 
now, feeling bis nose... 


CHILI Hey, Bear, look at me. 
The Bear looks at him. 


CHILI ‘Tell your boss | don’t ever want to see him again. He 
made a deal with Harry, and a deal’s a deal. 


he Bear nods, closing and opening his eves. 


CHILI What're you hanging around with a guy like that for? 
You were in the movies, right? A stuntman? What's de ever 
done he can talk about? You feel okay? 


BEAR Not too bad. 

CHILI How ‘bout when you went down the stairs? 
The Bear touches bis thigh . . . 

BEAR | think | pulled my quadriceps. 

CHILI So... how many movies you been in? 
BEAR About sixty. 

CHILI No shit? What're some of “em? 

INT. HARRY'S OFFICE - DAY 


Harry is passed out with his head on the blotter when we 
hear someone POUND ON THE DOOR. He jerks upright. 


VOICE Harry Zimm? 

HARRY Whiat—who is it... ’ 

Harry, his hair a mess from sleeping on it, looks up at the 
door as it opens to reveal Ray Bones standing there. 
RAY BONES The dipshit who's never been out've Miami. 
Harry wakes up quick, nearly wets himself as Bones then 
casually steps into the office. 

HARRY \ir. Barboni. Well. This is a surprise . . . 


scrambling now to play it the way Chili taught him, 
Harry quickly gestures to the red-leather chair across the 
desk. 


HARRY Please. Have a seat. Right here in this chair right 
here... 


As Ray Bones sits down, Harry moves to the blinds and 


opens them. Problem is, the suns setting. so theres no 


vlare at all. Ray indicates the nice red sunset. . . 


BONES They say the fuckin’ smog’s the reason you have 
such fuckin’ beautiful sunsets. 

Harry just smiles, sits down at the desk, things already 
nol going too well, about to get worse . . . 


EXT. WINGATE MOTORS - DAY 

The white limo is parked out front. A BLACK ONE pulls 
in behind it, the THREE LATINO GUYS in dark suits spill 
out. 


INT. WINGATE MOTORS OFFICE - SAME TIME 

The walls are covered with posters of Porsches and Fer- 
raris, the kind you can buy at the car wash with severely 
titted chicks sprawled on the hoods. Bo Catlett is behind 
a big wooden desk on the phone. 


BO CATLETT Whatta you mean, he faked them out? 


EXT. AIRPORT PAY PHONE - DAY 
The Bear, sort of half doubled over. . . 


BEAR He knew it was a setup. He was ready for it. 
INTERCUTTING BO CATLETT & THE BEAR: 


BO CATLETT So where's the money? 

BEAR | guess still in the locker. 

BO CATLETT You guess? You mean you don’t know? 
BEAR | mean | don't care. 


Bo Catlett looks into the outer office as the three dark-shad- 
ed gentlemen step up to the RECEPTIONIST. . . 


BO CATLETT Bear, I'm gonna call you later. 


Bo Catlett hangs up, gets to his feet as the men ail look 
into the office now. 


BO CATLETT Mr. Escobar. What a surprise. Welcome to 
L.A. 


We can now see that one of the Latinos is older; the other 
two, younger, are his bodyguards. MR. ESCOBAR—the 
older, meaner one—steps into the office . . . 


ESCOBAR Whiere is my nephew? 
BO CATLETT Your who? 
ESCOBAR J\ayo. Where is he? 
Bo Catlett stiffens... Ub-ob. 





INT. LIMOUSINE GARAGE - SAME TIME 
As the two back doors of a limo slam shut. There's a half- 
dozen other limos wedged in here. 


INT. LIMO - SAME TIME 

Bo Catlett sits in the back, wedged in between the two 
bodyguards, neither of whom has removed his shades. 
He faces Escobar on the opposite seat. 


ESCOBAR He's my sister's kid. No papa. Not too bright. 
Personally, | think he’s a retard. | only gave him the job as a 
favor for my sister, you understand? 


BO CATLETT Sure. Family. | know how that goes. 


ESCOBAR He comes up here with our product. He suppose 
tocome home with five hundred thousand dollars. He never 
shows up. Meanwhile, my sister's going crazy calling me all 
the time worried about him. Me, | just wanna know what 
happened to my focking money. 


BO CATLETT Well, | don’t know. | gave the man his money, 


sent him on his wav. 
ESCOBAR Jou gave him the money? 
BO CATLETT | vive him a key to a locker that had the 


money in it. 

ESCOBAR Now why would you do that? Put the money in 
a locker? 

BO CATLETT Because there were a zillion D.E.A. guys 
hanging around the terminal. 

ESCOBAR ///a/) A zillion, huh? That's a lot. 

Escobar studies him a moment. Bo Catlett shrugs. 

BO CATLETT Maybe your nephew panicked, took off. 


ESCOBAR Where's your partner, the jumpy one? Why isn’t 
he here? 


BO CATLETT He's around someplace. 


ESCOBAR | hear he’s around Palm Springs. Dealing our 
product. Product we sold to vou for five hundred thousand 
dollars. (7hen) Why do you keep talking to me bullshit? | 
think maybe | have Ramon and Cesar staple your tongue to 
your chin. What do you think? 





Bo Catlett barely glances at the bodyguards, smiles the 
gleamy smile to the Latin guy in front of him. .. 


BO CATLETT You know, you speak very good English, Mr. 


Escobar. 


ESCOBAR | went to UC San Diego. (7hen) We're gonna 
spend the weekend at the Universal Sheraton. We're gonna 
take the tour. See the shark. Check out the Miami Vice Action 
Spectacular. After, we'll come here, get our money. 

One of the bodyguards says “your nephew” in Spanish. 


ESCOBAR (hi, yeah, and Yayo, too. 


INT. RONNIE WINGATE’S PORSCHE - DAY 
As Ronnie zigzags in and out of traffic, giving people the 
“look” as he passes . . . on the carphone. 


RONNIE flis fucking nephew? 


INT. WINGATE MOTORS - SAME TIME 
Bo Catlett on the phone... 


BO CATLETT You vet to town, vou go straight to the bank, 


raid the limo account. 

INTERCUTTING RONNIE & BO CATLETT: 

RONNIE ‘im already in town, but it don't matter. We got 
dick in the bank. We dumped it all in Harry's movie. 

BO CATLETT What I'm sayin’ is the man wants his money 


and he wants it now, 


INT. HARRY'S OFFICE — NIGHT 
Ray Bones impatiently listening to Harry . . . 


HARRY [in talking about you, Ray Barboni, owning a piece 
of a major motion picture. How big a piece is up to you. 
Bones just looks at Harry. 


HARRY What I’m saving, you could invest part of the three 
hundred Palmer owes vou or you could invest all of it. It’s 
entirely up to you... 


Bones leans forward . . . 


BONES Where's Leo Devoe? Where's Chili Palmer? Where's 
my fuckin’ money? 


HARRY Ry. Look at me. 

Uh-oh... Rays heard that one before . . 
BONES Whit’ 

HARRY Look at me, Ray. 

BONES Jou say look at you? 

HARRY That's correct. Look at me. 
Bones shakes his head, stands up. . . 
BONES | tell vou what... 


And in one fast move, Ray Bones grabs the phone off the 
desk and slams it into Harry Zimm’s surprised face... 
BONES Fuckin’ look at /ha/, asshole . . . 


Bones then yanks the phone out of the wall and throws it 
down al Harry. . . 


BONES And have a peek at that... 


Ray Bones pulls a pair of black leather gloves from his 
pocket and steps around the desk... begins kicking the 
living shit oul of Harry Zimm . . . 


BONES You know, Harry, this is the exact fucking thing | 
needed after the fucking plane flight. My ass fell asleep . . . 39 





(Kick)... seven times. | need a little fucking... (Aick) . . . 
eXercise. 


Harry tries to push himself to bis feet, but Ray Bones 
stomps on Harry's hands... breaking them... and 
Harry falls back down... Bones crouches down . . . 


BONES You got a big problem, Harry. 


Bones grabs him by the hair, picks him up and throws 


him across the room into the wall of pictures, many of 


them coming off their hooks and falling on top of Harry. 


BONES Hey, Harry... Harry. Don't you pass out on me. 
Look up here... 


Harry, a crumpled heap. looks up and we see his bloody. 
pummeled face as Ray Bones quickly crosses the room. He 
steps on Harry's neck with his shoe, pinning him to the 
floor... 


BONES Where's my money? 


Harry can't speak; bis jaw is broken. He looks sad lying 
there pinned beneath Ray Bones’ shoe, wondering how it 
all went so wrong. 


Bones pulls a 9mm. from his coat pocket and aims it 
down at Harrys face. . . 


BONES Harry. I'm gonna ask you one more time, then 'm 
gonna shoot you, you don’t tell me what | wanna know . . . 


Harry just makes a noise. Bones aims the gun at him. 
BONES Where's my money? 
VOICE )iur money? 


Ray Bones looks over as Ronnie Wingate strolls into the 
office... Harry actually looks glad to see him. 


RONNIE Whi the fuck are you? 
BONES Ray Barboni. From Miami. 


RONNIE What, like that’s supposed to mean something to 
me? 


Ronnie then puts a cigarette in bis mouth, eves Bones. 
Harry tries to follow what's happening from the floor. 


RONNIE The man you're steppin’ on belongs to me and 
my partner. 


BONES He owes me money. 
RONNIE Get in line, bro. 
BONES | don't like waiting. 


RONNIE Tough shit, bro. This ain't Miami. You want 
something, talk to me. 


BONES Hey, fuckball, | don’t need your permission, L.A.’s 
an open city. 


Ronnie opens his jacket so that Ray Bones can see the .357 
Ronnie's got tucked into bis belt. 


RONNIE Yeah, well, | just closed it. 


Bones looks at the gun, looks up at Ronnie standing there. 
hands on his hips, holding his jacket open. Bones raises his 
OUN GUN... 


BONES You a quick draw... “bro?” You better be, your 
piece stuck way down in your belt like that. 
RONNIE Whatta you got there... some kinda wop nine, 


the fuckin’ Fiats of guns, always jammin’ at the wrong time. 


Okay. Bones thinks about that. His confidence a little 
shaken. They stand there a moment. Harry raises his 
hand. makes a gureling noise as... 


Ronnie goes for his gun. 


BOOM. BOOM. BOOM. Harry closes bis eves as Ray Bones 
shoots Ronnie over and over, knocking the guy backwards 
until he hits the door and slumps to the floor. 


Ray Bones stares at Ronnie a moment, then comes oul of 
his trance, looks down... quickly steps back . . . 


BONES Jon't you puke on my shoes, Harry. 


Harry rolls over onto his side. Ray Bones, deep in thought 
now, picks the telephone up off the floor, sets it back down 
on the desk, then looks at Ronnie agai. 


BONES Harry. | need you to do me a favor. . . 
Harry rolls over and looks up at Ray Bones. 


BONES | need you to take this gun and put a pill in “the 
bro” over there for me. 


Harry looks at the dead Ronnie Wingate, slumped up 
against the door, staring vacantly back at him. 


BONES | know what you're thinking, “Why the fuck would 
| shoot him? He’s already dead.” 


Ray Bones crouches down beside him. Harry winces as 
Ray puts the gun in Harry's broken hand. 


BONES But see, the cops got these tests, tell them whether 
or not a person fired a gun. And I was never here. 


Harry looks pleadingly at Ray Bones. 


BONES You understand, Harry? I was never here. You say | 
was, and I’m gonna come back here and throw you out that 
fuckin’ window. 


Harry looks at the gun, feebly aims it at Bones. Bones 


frowns, pushes the gun away . . . 


BONES () mon, knock it off, Harry. We don't have a lotta 
time here... 


Harry looks up at Ronnie, raises the gun... 


EXT. KAREN’S BACKYARD - DUSK 

Beer in hand, Chili sits in a chaise lounge by the pool. 
Karen watches him for a moment from the doorway. 
KAREN Not « worry in the world. 

He looks over... 

CHILE Your pool needs skimming. 

She comes over, sits down. 

KAREN That was Martin. He wants to have lunch tomor- 
row. That is, if you can make it. 

CHILE Depends, who pays? 


KAREN Definitely not Martin. Movie stars never pick up the 
check. They have no idea what things cost. Most of them 
don't know their zip code and a lot don’t even know their 
own phone number. 


Chili looks at Karen a moment. 
KAREN \\ hat? 


CHILI | was just trying to picture you and Marty together. | 
can't do it. 


KAREN Yeah, well, Marty wasn’t Martin back then. (7en) 
What'd you think of him? 


CHILE | think he’s. . . short. 


She smiles. Feeling him staring, she keeps ber eyes on the 
sunset, and tries to change the subject. . . 


KAREN So what about your story? You thought of a title vet? 


CHILI How ‘bout Ge Martin? Except that isn’t a movie. 
That's real life. 


KAREN How ‘bout Chili's Hollywood Adventure. 


CHILE That's a different story. I'm still working on that one, 
you know, getting the visual fabric just right. (7hen) Although 
I've added to it. 


He looks at her, puts his drink down. 
KAREN Yeah’ 

CHILI Yeah. There's a girl in it now. 
KAREN Really. 


And he leans over and kisses her. 


INT. KAREN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 
Karen and Chili lie in bed together. She looks at him... 


KAREN | think you could be an actor. | know you're acting 
sometimes, but you don't show it. 


CHILI You thought | was faking? 

KAREN No, | don't mean /hev. | just meant in general. 
CHILI Oh. 

They're both quiet for a moment. Then... 

CHILI You don't mean a movie star? More like a character 
actor? 

KAREN Whichever. Let’s talk about it tomorrow. 

But Chili cant stop thinking about this now. . . 


CHILI | mean | could see myself in movies Robert DeNiro 
had been in. Or | could maybe do an Al Pacino movie, play a 
hard-on. But | couldn't see myself in ones, like say the one 
where the three guys get stuck with a baby. They don’t know 
how to take care of it and you see these big grown-up ass- 
holes acting cute 


KAREN Hey, Chili? Look at me. 


She leans over and kisses him. Is still kissing him when the 
PHONE RINGS. They ignore it, let things heat up as we 
hear the ANSWERING MACHINE pick up OS... . 





KAREN 1/0.) I'm not in right now. Leave a message at the 
beep... 


A BEEP, followed by... 


DORIS 1/0.) Hi, Karen. It’s Doris. Listen, doll, you might 
wanna come by Cedars tonight and visit Harry. He’s in the 
emergency room. . . 


Chili and Karen both jerk upright. 


INT. EMERGENCY ROOM - SAME TIME 
As Doris leads Karen and Chili toward the triage area. 


DORIS | stopped by his office to see if he wanted to take me 
to Le Dome for dinner when | saw Harry and this other man 
lving on the floor. 


Doris smiles as two UNIFORMED COPS walk past. 

DORIS Good night, Todd. ‘Night, Louis. 

Karen and Chili exchange a look as they follow her into . . . 

THE TRIAGE AREA 

Where Harry lies in bed in a painkiller stupor. Both of his 

eyes are black. His face is swollen and purple. 

KAREN Harry... My God... 

CHILI What happened? 

He raises a bandaged hand and waves feebly .. . 

DORIS He can't talk. He’s full of Demerol. 41 
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Harry tries to pull away as she runs a hand through his hair. 
CHILI Who'd he shoot? 


DORIS According to Todd—Sergeant Randall—a man 
named Ronnie came by Harry's office to collect on a debt. He 
got rough and Harry shot him. 


CHILI You shot one of the limo guys? 

Harry gives Chili a sad look. We then hear... 

VOICE Hlello, hello... 

They all look over as a RESIDENT walks over trailed by 
several MED STUDENTS. 

RESIDENT (/i/husiastic) Okay . .. here we go. Looks like 


Mr... . (Reads chart) Zimm here's got a broken jaw and 
some neck trauma to go with those fractured hands . . . 


Doris winks at one of the young med students as the resi- 
dent then turns to her, Karen, Chili. 


RESIDENT [Excuse me, folks... 


They step back as the Resident pulls the curtain shut. 
blocking their view of Harry. 
KAREN Hey, Harry, listen, Martin wanted to meet us tomor- 


row at the Ivy for lunch. I'd cancel, but Martin’s going to 
Cannes next week, so | think maybe Chili and I should still go. 


We hear Harry grunt from behind the curtain, then... 


RESIDENT /0.8.) Okay, who wants to take a crack at 
wiring Mr. Zimm’s jaw? 


Chili and Karen look at each other as we then... 


DISSOLVE TO: 

A PHOTOGRAPH OF HARRY ZIMM 

Standing beside some giant mutant maggot or some- 
thing. We begin PULLING BACK .. . now we can read a 
headline above the photograph, “PRODUCER INVOLVED 
IN SHOOTING? 


BO CATLETT /1'0.) Motherfucker... 


EXT. BO CATLETT’S HOUSE - MORNING 

As Bo Catlett sits on his deck reading the newspaper. 
From inside, we hear the front door open and a moment 
later, the Bear steps out onto the deck, with Farrah, his 
little girl. 


BO CATLETT \other/vcker ... 

Bo Catlett looks over as Bear CLEARS HIS THROAT, indi- 
cates Farrah... 

BO CATLETT Hey, Bear. | been calling you, man. Where 


vou been? 


FARRAH Hi, bio. 
BO CATLETT Hey, Farrah. Hah you, little honey bunny. 


You wipe vour feet, ‘fore you come in here? Keep Uncle Bo's 
carpet nice and white. 

BEAR Jou see the paper? 

BO CATLETT | seen it, but | don’t believe it. Says Harry 


shot Ronnie five times. Four to the chest and one through his 
foot. 


BEAR His foot. Jeez, poor Ronnie . . . 

BO CATLETT Yeah, |'m really gonna miss him. 

Bo throws the paper aside. 

BO CATLETT Listen, tonight, later on, | got one for you 


doesn't involve any heavy work. | want you to go have a look 
around Chili Palmer's hotel room. 


BEAR | can't. | got to take Farrah to Satan’s place down in 
Costa Mesa. 


BO CATLETT Whi’ 


BEAR Her mother. Not that it matters because | don’t work 
for vou no more. I quit. | just wanted to come by, tell you to 
vour face so there’s no misunderstanding. 


BO CATLETT Whoa... This the man use to jump offa 
high buildings? 


BEAR Into air bags. There’s no cushion under what you're 
doing. I'm out of it, Cat. I'm done. 


BO CATLETT Bear. The Colombians are in L.A. Seems they 
all upset about their money. That ain't enough, as a bonus, it 
turns out the vovo was Escobar's nephew. 


BEAR That's your problem. You shouldn't’'ve smoked the guy. 
Bo Catlett looks at the Bear, then smiles at Farrah... 


BO CATLETT Come here, honey bunny, come sit with 
vour Uncle Bo. He hates being alone. 


Bear watches uncomfortably as Farrah sits down with Bo. 
Bo looks up at the Bear... . 


BO CATLETT ‘Fact. he hates it so much, if he takes a fall, 
he ain't gonna fall by himself. 


Bo Catlett keeps his mouth close to her ear... 


BO CATLETT He's gonna plea-deal his way out. Give up 
this ace stuntman, now one of the West Coast dope kings, if 
they go easy on the Cat. 


BEAR Come here, Farrah... 
Bo Catlett holds onto her, looks up at the Bear. 
BO CATLETT | hear in the Federal joints they let you 


spend an extra five minutes at the glass with your Daddy 





on Father's Day. 
BEAR Farrah. Come here. 
Farrah slips off the couch, walks over to the Bear. . . 


BEAR After this one, I'm out, Cat, you understand? This is 
the last time we talk to each other. 


BO CATLETT Remember Harry's story about the dry clean- 
er Palmer was after? Guy who stole the three hundred grand 
from the airline? 


BEAR What about him? 


BO CATLETT | was thinking tonight you could go have a 
look around Palmer's hotel room while | go check out Karen 
Flores’ place. See if he hasn't stashed it somewhere. 


BEAR (Beat) And if we don’t happen to find it under 
Palmer's mattress or inside Karen Flores’ undie drawer? What 
then? 


BO CATLETT Just do what I told you and meet me back 
here at midnight. 


And then he winks at Farrah. 


EXT. KAREN’S HOUSE - DAY 
Chili's minivan is parked out front. 


VOICE (1:0.) Sunset Marquis. 


INT. KAREN’S HOUSE - SAME TIME 
Chili, dressed in his suit, on the phone. 


CHILI This is Mr. Palmer. | have any messages? 


HOTEL OPERATOR (/)o7¢) \ Tommy Carlo called. He 
said to tell you that a Mr. Barboni was on his way to Los 
Angeles and that you should . .. (Clears throat) . . . get the 
fuck out of there. 


CHILI When was this? 
OPERATOR {Wo nights ago. 


Chili hangs up as Karen comes into the room wearing a 
black suit, no blouse underneath, putting on an earring. 


CHILI Wow. 


EXT. KAREN’S HOUSE - DAY 
As Karen and Chili walk out to the minivan. . . 


KAREN We better hurry. We don’t wanna be late, make 
Martin wait. 


CHILI So he waits. So what? Do him some good. Make him 
think we're not so anxious. | mean, the guy could use a hit, 
right? This Napoleon movie's doin’ okay, but the one before, 
lin Shield, bombed out. 


Aaren stops walking. 

KAREN (Chili, whatever you do, don’t mention Zin Shield. 
CHILI Why not? Guy should know where he stands. 
KAREN ‘rust me: Martin doesn't wanna know. 

She resumes walking. 

CHILI Anything else | shouldn't talk about? 


KAREN His height. He's very sensitive about that. All movie 
Stars are. 


CHILI You saving they're all short? 

KAREN \ost of ‘em, veah. Cruise. Pacino. Stallone. Hoffman. 
CHILI They look so big onscreen. 

KAREN [ow angles. 

He opens the door for her. . . 

CHILI What kinda food they serve at this Ivy place anyway? 
KAREN Continental, but it doesn’t matter. Martin won't 
order from the menu. 

CHILI Why not? 

KAREN Because a movie star can never order straight from 
the menu. They have to think of something they have to have 
that és77 7 on the menu. 


EXT. THE IVY —- DAY 

As the valet drives off with Chili's minivan, a CAB pulls 
up and Harry - his hands bandaged, his neck in a mas- 
sive brace - gets out... 


KAREN Harry, what're you doing? You're supposed be in 
the hospital. 


CHILI Yeah, Harry, you look like you oughta be in traction 
or something. 


Harry waves them off, points to himself as be mumbles 
through his wired jaw. . . 


HARRY |... 77) project... 


He then pushes past them and limps up the steps. The hub- 
bub on the patio quiets as the three of them then walk up 
lo the Maitre D. 


MAITRE D’ Mr. Zimm. Nice to see you. 
Harry looks at him, not used to being greeted like this. 
MAITRE D’ Right this way. 


All eves are on Harry as they're led to a table. Karen sits 
down, looks about at all of the gawking diners... 


KAREN You're a celebrity, Harry. You shoulda shot some- 43 





one along time ago. 


Chili watches Harry try to shake a cigarette out of the 
pack. Chili reaches over and helps him out. 


CHILI Tell me, Harry, what'd you think of Ray Bones as a 
person? 


Harry goes stiff; looks at Chili as he lights one for himself. . . 


CHILI Only a guy like Bones would mess you up like this, 
break your hands for no reason. He shoot Ronnie, too? 


Harry looks at karen, quickly looks away. 


CHILI Thing | don’t get, Harry, is why'd you go and do a 
thing like talking to Ray Bones. You don’t need guys like him 
or Bo Catlett. 


Harry looks at Chili now. 


CHILI | been here a week and far as | can tell you're the 
only person in town actually making a movie instead of just 
talking about it. 


Before Harry can answer, we bear a murmur and Chili 
and karen look across the patio to the street. where... 
MARTIN WEIR 

Gets out of a NEW MINIVAN, exactly like Chili's rental. 


We PAN WITH Martin as he stops off to say hello to peo- 
ple sticking their hands out at him to greet him, laughing 
at his stupid jokes . . . 
MARTIN Chil. {arry. 


Chili nods as Martin smiles. leans down and kisses Karen. 


MARTIN Hi, sweetface. You look great. And mmm, you 
smell good, too. 


KAREN Jhianks. 
Martin sits down and fans the air in front of him. 
MARTIN Would you guys mind terribly not smoking? 


Chili takes another drag. blows it out past Martin. Harry 
stubs his out, doing the best he can with two broken hands. 


MARTIN So. Harry. | hear vou had quite an experience. 
Harry shrugs. Grunts. 

MARTIN Well, I'm glad you're okay. And you know what else? 
HARRY |1i/ 


MARTIN [im glad vou rejected me ten years ago when | 
auditioned for the part of Eddie Solomon, the pedophile clown 
in Birthday Boy. Had | gotten the part, | might've gotten 
typecast. 


Martin smiles at his own joke. looks up as the Maitre D° 


approaches. Harry turns back to Chili and karen. 
MARTIN You all ready to order? | kind've have another 
thing after this... 


Chili watches with anticipation as Martin studies the 
menu for maybe a second, returns it to the waiter... 


MARTIN You know, | feel like an omelet. You think | could 
have a cheese omelet with shallots, but with the shallots only 
slightly browned . . . 


Harry notices as Karen then looks over at Chili, who smites 
al her, then casually takes ber band as we then... 


DISSOLVE TO: 

They've finished lunch. Chili shares a bowl of ice cream 
with Karen. Harry sips cognac through one of those tiny 
cocktail straws... 


MARTIN | think the romance angle in your story is criti- 
cally important, that it isn't simply a jump in the sack for 
either of them. These two become deeply in love. 


Harry looks up... mumbles through his wired jaw . . . 
HARRY \\hich two? 


MARTIN (/eoring bim) Once their lives are in danger 
and you have the mob guy coming after them, it not onl 
heightens the tension, it adds a wistful element to their love. 


HARRY \\ob guy’ 
Harry touches his jaw. It hurts to speak. 


MARTIN Anyway, | have to consider, | mean, as the mob 
guy, this is another man’s wife I'm sleeping with. 


CHILI So what? You didn’t have too much problem sleeping 
with the guy's wife in Zi Shield. And that guy was your partner. 


Karen looks at Chili, who keeps bis eves on Martin, who 


Just nods. 


HARRY \\ob guy’ 
Martin looks at his watch. 


MARTIN | hive to run. But what I hope to see, they begin 
to have misgivings about wanting the money. It becomes 
their moral dilemma and they try to rationalize keeping it, 
but in the end they can’t. Can they? 


HARRY What money? 


MARTIN (Bewildered) The three hundred large. What 
other money is there? (7hen) | should keep quiet, | know, till 
I've read the script, but I've got a feeling about this one. I'm 
that shylock. 


HARRY $))) och? 


Harry winces in pain. Martin turns to him... 


MARTIN Look at me, Harry. 

Harrys already looking at him. 

MARTIN Whatta you think, Chil? 

CHILI That's not bad. 1 think you got it down. 


Harry turns to Chili, and back to Martin again. Just now 
gelling it... 


MARTIN Really, it scares me how well I know him. I could 
do this one tomorrow, no further preparation. (70 Karen) 
Bye, darlin’... you really should think about acting again. | 
mean, maybe we could even do something together. 


Now Harry looks at Karen, who forces a smile at Martin. 
KAREN "I! give it some heavy thought. 


Chili watches Martin touch hands all the way down to the 
valet, then turns to see Harry staring al him. 


CHILI There's more to it than what you're thinking, Harry. 
HARRY (\/:.nbles) Mob guy. 
CHILI A lot more. 


EXT. KAREN’S HOUSE - NIGHT 
No lights on. Chili's minivan out front. 


INT. KAREN'S BEDROOM - SAME TIME 

Karen and Chili are in bed asleep when we HEAR THE 
TELEVISION TURN ON DOWNSTAIRS. Karen sits up. 
KAREN (Chili, wake up. 

CHILI What? 

KAREN Harry's downstairs. 

Chili sits up on bis elbows, listens. 

CHILI You sure? 


KAREN He's doing the same thing you did to him, playing 
Letterman on the TV. 


CHILI (/Lis/ens) It’s not Dave. It’s a movie . . . 
KAREN Are you going down? 

CHILI | don’t know. 

KAREN (Gelling up) You're as bad as Harry . . . 
CHILE I'll go. I'll go. 


He gets up, pulls on his pants and the Lakers V-shirt he 
bought at the airport. 


CHILI Hey, Karen, you have a gun? Any kind would be fine. 


She shakes her head. 


INT. KAREN’S STUDY - SAME TIME 

The big-screen TV on loud, the big .45 in his lap. This 
lime it’s a movie, a Western, not David Letterman that's 
on. John Wayne and Dean Martin shooting bad guys as 
Chili steps into the doorway and looks around; the room 
is empty now. Chili moves to the television and turns the 
volume down... 


He's about to walk out when the dark shape of Bo Catlett 
steps into the doorway and startles him. . . 

BO CATLETT | need the money. 

CHILI What money? 

BO CATLETT The three hundred grand you got from a little 


dry cleaner named Leon. 


CHILI Lemme see if | got this right, you break into Karen 
Flores’ house, ask me for three hundred grand, doesn’t even 
belong to you? 


INT. THE HALLWAY 
As Karen comes down the stairs, she can see Bo Catlett 
standing in the doorway bathed in the flickering light. 


BO CATLETT /0..8.) Give it to me, I'll be on my way. 


INT. STUDY - SAME TIME 
As Chili shakes his head at Bo Catlett. . . 


CHILI | can't believe the way you guys do business out here. 
| can’t believe how fucked up your organization is. 

BO CATLETT Jel! you what... 

Bo Catlett raises the .45.... 


BO CATLETT How ‘bout | give you to three, then | orga- 
nize your fuckin’ brains all over the wall back there. One . . . 


CHILI What, you gonna shoot me now, Bo? 
BO CATLETT In just a second. Two... 
CHILI | don't believe this. 

BO CATLETT Thiree. 


Bo Catlett is about to fire... when we hear a SCREAM. 


Not just any scream, but a completely professional one 
that fills the house and is all over Bo Catlett so that he 
starts firing before hes ready, giving Chili time to dive out 


of the way as... 


Bo Catlett begins firing all over the room... keeps on 
firing until without thinking he blows out the 1V and the 


room goes dark and the scream stops. Then . . . 
CHILI (1/0.) Karen? You okay? 
BO CATLETT (1/0.) She can't talk right now. 
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We hear movement, then the lamp goes on and we see 
Chili standing beside the desk looking to the doorway, 
where Bo Catlett now has his hand over Karen's mouth. 


She struggles, but Bo hangs onto her. . . 


BO CATLETT That's a nice scream, lady. You oughta be in 


movies. 


CHILI All right, Bo. You can have the money . . . but it’s not 
here. | have to go get it. 


BO CATLETT Okay. Fine. The meantime, I'll just hang 
onto her for safekeeping. 


Chili and Karen are looking at each other now. 
BO CATLETT You know Laurel Canyon? 
CHILI ||! find it. 


BO CATLETT [im at 8150 Wonderland Avenue. It’s right 
off Laurel. 


CHILI (Looking at Karen) Gimme an hour. 


EXT. BO CATLETT'’S HOUSE - NIGHT 
As Bo Catlett pulls up, drags Karen out of the car. 


INT. BO CATLETT'’S HOUSE - SAME TIME 
The Bear gets up off the couch as Bo Catlett shoves 
Karen inside . . . 


BO CATLETT You get the money? 

BEAR \o. What's this? 

BO CATLETT Plan B. Here ya go, honey... 

He shoves Karen into the bathroom, shuts the door. 

BO CATLETT Make yourself comfortable. 

INT. BATHROOM - SAME TIME 

As Karen shuts the door on him. She listens a moment. . . 
BO CATLETT /0.8.) We gonna make a little trade. 


She spots a copy of Martin's hardback, Weir'd Tales, by the 
foilet. 


KAREN For Chrissake . . . 

INT. LIVING ROOM - SAME TIME 
Bo Catlett goes over to the stereo. 
BEAR Trade for what? 


BO CATLETT The ovey. Fuck. I gotta think... | need 
Marvin... 


We hear Marvin Gaye OVER . . . 


BEAR Jesus, Bo, what're you doing? 


Karen sticks her head out the door. . . 

KAREN He doesn't know what the fuck he’s doing. 
Bo Catlett points the gun at her... 

BO CATLETT Shut up. 


She closes the door. 


BEAR So you kidnapped her? 

Karen opens the door again . . . 

KAREN ‘Jhat’s a fucking federal offense, asshole! 
BEAR/BO CATLETT Shut up! 


Again, she shuts the door. 


BEAR You get life for kidnapping. 
BO CATLETT (Calm down, Bear... 


BEAR Calm down? We're going away for life and you tell me 
to calm down? 


He laps Bos gun... 


BEAR (Ranting) Hell, why not just shoot her? Why not shoot 
everybody. Fuckin’ shoot me. Shoot the fuckin’ president . . . 


BO CATLETT Don't fade on me now, Bear. Not unless you 
wanna hold Farrah on your lap in a room fulla felons. 


The two men are staring at each other when we hear. . . 


CHILI /0.5.) So this’s one of those houses you see way up 
hanging over the cliff. 


They both look over at Chili, standing in the doorway, light- 
ing a cigarelle. 


CHILI Where's Karen? 
BO CATLETT (Vods fo the closed door) \n the can. That 


the money? 
Chili opens Leo's bag so that Bo can see the money. 
CHILI Lemme see her. 


Bo Catlett shrugs, walks over and opens up the bathroom 
door. Karen stands there with her arms folded across her 
chest. 


CHILI You okay? 

KAREN Guy's got a fucking pink toilet, for Chrissake. 
BO CATLETT She's great. Gimme the money. 

CHILI First you and me gotta get a couple things straight. 


Chili walks to the doorway leading out to the deck and 
furns around. He eyes Bo Catlett a moment, then. . . 





CHILI | ve been shot at before—once by accident, twice on 
purpose. I'm still here and I'm gonna be here as long as | 


want. That means you're gonna have to be somewhere else, 
not anvwhere near me or Harry or Karen. 


Chili sets the duffle bag down in front of him. 


CHILI Here's your money. Take it and leave the movie busi- 
ness to the rest of us, know what we're doing, C'mon, Karen... 


They turn to leave. we bear a LOUD CLICK as Bo raises the 


. 


gun, lakes a step toward them . . . 


BO CATLETT You broke in my house and | have a witness 
to it. 


CHILI |! bal? 
BO CATLETT | had to protect myself. 
Chili looks at the Bear. The Bear won't look at him. 


BO CATLETT Only this time, no John Wayne and Dean 
Martin shooting the bad guys in El Dorado. 


CHILI It was Rio Bravo. Robert Mitchum was the drunk in 
Fl Dorado, Dean Martin in Rio Bravo, practically the same 
part. John Wayne, he also did the same thing in both. He 
played John Wayne. 


BO CATLETT Man, | can’t wait for you to be dead. 
CHILI Bear, you're not really gonna— 

The Bear hooks one to Chili's face. Chili drops to his knees. 
BEAR That's for the stairs... 

The Bear then kicks him, sending Chili back into the living 
room al Karen’ feet. 

BEAR Ever fallen down stairs before? It really hurts . . . 
KAREN |ley— 

Karen moves to help Chili. Bo raises the gun. . . 


BO CATLETT You wanna go first, honey? That's fine with 
me. 


The Bear picks up Chili. . . 


BO CATLETT Get him off my carpet, you gonna make 
him bleed like that. 


The Bear knees Chili in the gut, then shoves him out onto 
the balcony. Bo Catlett follows them out there . . . 


BO CATLETT Like | say, “I warned him, officer, but he 
kept coming at me...” 


The Bear follows Chili out, hits him again. 
BEAR And that’s for the airport. 
BO CATLETT Hey, he should have a weapon, a knife or 


something. 


BEAR We'll vet it later. 


And the Bear hits Chili again . . . 
BO CATLETT Oki, Bear... that’s enough. 


But the Bear cant stop. keeps hitting Chili. Bo moves up to 
fhe Bear... 


BO CATLETT Hey. Bear... enough! 
The Bear looks at Bo Catlett... 


BO CATLETT You keep hittin’ him like that, he ain’t 
gonna look like he broke in anymore, he gonna look like 
someone beat him up and /her shot him. 


BEAR You re right. 


And then the Bear, holding onto the back of Chilis shirt. 
shoves him toward Bo Catlett, who takes a step back and 
grabs the rail behind him. Then he drops the gun and gets 
a funny look on his face as... THE RAIL BREAKS AWAY. . . 


BO CATLETT Fuck... 


He flails a moment, grabbing at space. but then quickly 
grabs onto Chili... . 


CHILI Hey— 


The Bear tries to pull Chili back, but ends up holding a 
handful of Chilis shirt as both Chili and Bo Catlett go over 
the rail together and drop from sight. . . 


KAREN Chili! 


EXT. THE HOUSE BELOW - LOOKING UP AT BO CAT- 
LETT’'S HOUSE 
As a body falls . . . too dark to see who... 


EXT. BO CATLETT'S DECK - SAME TIME 
As Karen spots THE GUN on the deck, two hands appear 
on the edge and the Bear rushes forward . . . 


BEAR (mon, man, gimme your hand . . . we gotta get outta 
here... 


Behind the Bear, Karen picks the gun up off the deck. 
points it at the Bear... . 


BEAR Hey, Karen, don’ t— 


The Bear reaches down again and BOOM! Karen SHOOTS 
THE BEAR IN THE LEG. He cries out, falls back and lets go 
(| a 


CHILI 
Who now barely hangs on to the deck. 
CHILI Karen! What the fuck are you doing?! 


KAREN Oh, shit... I’msorry... | thought that was... 
I'm so sorry... 
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She comes over to the edge... helps the now-wounded 
Bear pull Chili back up onto the deck. Then they all stand 
there looking down at Bo Catlett lying in the weeds and 
scragely bushes, a hundred or so feet down, not moving. 


Marvin Gaye singing “Ain't No Mountain High Enough” 
as Chili then steps back, looks at the railing. . . 


CHILI Jesus. How'd that happen? 


The Bear starts taking bolts and nuts, old used ones, oul 
of his pants pockets. Wiping each one on his shirt before 
dropping it over the side... 


BEAR Beats the shit out of me. 
BO CATLETT'S POV - CHILI, KAREN & THE BEAR 


The three of them looking down. Slowly the picture gets 
blurry as we then... 


FADE OUT 


TILT DOWN TO REVEAL: 

EXT. SUNSET MARQUIS HOTEL - NIGHT 

As Chili and Karen pull to the curb out front. She looks at 
him... 


KAREN Were you scared up there? 
CHILI You bet | was scared. 
KAREN Jou don't act like it. 


CHILI | was scared then, not now. How long you want me to 
be scared? 

She looks off. shakes her head . . . 

KAREN | still can’t believe | shot the guy. 


CHILI I'll be right back. 


INT. CHILI'S ROOM - NIGHT 

As Chili enters, takes off his suitcoat, drapes it over a 
chair. He takes his suitcase out of the closet, throws it on 
the bed and freezes as... 


RAY BONES 

Extending the 9mm. at Chili, comes out of the bathroom. 
CHILI You don’t need that. You want to sit down and talk, 
it’s fine with me. Get this straightened out. 


Bones steps further into the room as Chili turns his back 
on Bones, walks to the sofa and sits down. 


CHILI How'd vou get in here? 


BONES | told them | was vou. | acted stupid and they be- 
lieved me. 


CHILI So what brings you to L.A., Bones? 


BONES Don't insult me. Get up and turn around. 


Chili gets to his feet. Bones motions with the gun and he 
turns to face the painting over the sofa. Bones comes over 
and lifts his wallet from his back pocket. 


BONES Jou re the dumbest fucking guy | ever met in my 
life. Let's see what's in your pockets. 


His face still to the wall, Chili shoves his hands in and 
pulls the side pockets out. Bones turns away. 


BONES Whit vou should've done was told me about Leo 
Devoe soon as vou found out. 


Chili looks over his shoulder to see Bones pulling his suit- 
coal from the back of the chair . . . 


CHILI Why would I do that? 


BONES ‘Cause the guy's a customer now, stupid. His ass 
belongs to me. 


Bones lays the pistol on the counter, holds the suitcoat with 
one hand and feels through it with the other... his expres- 
sion changes, his eves open wider. 


BONES What have we here? 


His hand comes out of the suitcoat with the LOCKER KEY. 
Chili sits down on the sofa again: he cant believe how 
easy this is gonna be... 


CHILI Give me my cigarettes. They're in the inside pocket. 
Bones throws him the coat. 

BONES Help yourself. 

Bones then holds up the key to look at it. 

BONES (eighteen. 

Frowning now. Pulling on a show. 

BONES | wonder what this is for, a locker? Yeah, but where 
is it? 

Chili sits back to smoke his cigarette. lets it happen. 
CHILI | checked a bag at the airport, when I came. 
BONES Yeah? Which terminal? 

CHILI (Beat) Delta. 


BONES You found Leo, didn’t you? Took the poor asshole’s 
money and put it in a locker, ready to go. (Looks at him) 
Why haven't you left? 

CHILI | like it here. 

Chili shrugs. Bones eves the key a moment, then. . . 
BONES Look. there's no reason you and I shouldn't get 


along. Forget all the bullshit from before—I don’t even re- 
member how it started. You took a swing at me over some 








fuckin’ thing, whatever it was—forget it. You owe me some 
money, right? Forget that, too. But, you don’t say a fuckin’ 
word about this to anybody. It’s strictly between you and me, 
right? 


CHILI Whatever you want, Ray. 





. 
EXT. SUNSET MARQUIS HOTEL - NIGHT 
As Ray Bones gets into a cab . .. 


WOMAN /(1/0.) Drug Enforcement Agency. 


INT. CHILI'S HOTEL ROOM - LATER 

Chili is on the telephone. 

CHILI | wanna speak to the agent in charge. 
WOMAN (Pore) What is this in regard to? 
CHILI A locker out at the airport, full of money. 
Chili waits. Then... 

MAN’S VOICE (?ho2¢) Who's speaking, please? 
CHILI | can’t tell you. It's an anonymous call. 


MAN (Phone) Are you the same anonymous asshole called 
the other day? 


CHILI No, this is a different one. Have you looked in that 
locker, C-oh-one-eight? 


There's a pause on the line. 
MAN You're helping us out. I'd like to know who this is. 


CHILI | bet you would. You want to chat or you want me to 
tell you who to look for? The guy’s on his way out there right 
now. 


MAN You know there's a reward for information that leads 
to a conviction. That's why I have to know who this is. 


CHILI I'll get my reward in heaven. The guy you want has a 
bullet scar in his head and is wearing gray shoes. You can't 
miss him. 


EXT. SUNSET MARQUIS - NIGHT 

As Chili follows the bellboy out of the hotel. He tips the 
guy, then gets in the car with Karen. 

KAREN What took you so long? 

CHILI Couldn't find my toothbrush. 

He kisses her, then starts the car. 

EXT. DELTA TERMINAL - LAX - NIGHT 


As Bones, seen only from the back now, gets out of the 
cab, enters the terminal. 


INT. DELTA TERMINAL - SAME TIME 

Ray Bones, still seen only from the back, casually strolls 
through the terminal, playing with the LOCKER KEY in 
his hand. 


Ray walks right up to C-018 and inserts the key, turns it, 
and opens the locker to reveal a BLACK ATHLETIC BAG 
sitting inside . .. Chuckling, he then reaches inside . . . 


_.. then stiffens as we hear A CLICK as a RED LASER 
DOT hits him in the temple . . . 


VOICE Look at me, Boots. 


Bones turns his head and we see that it’s not the Ray 
Bones we know, but... AN ACTOR, a tough-looking guy 
with a scary face... 


WE PULL BACK FURTHER TO REVEAL: 

MARTIN WEIR standing there with the biggest fucking 
gun with laser scope we've ever seen. A BEAUTIFUL 
WOMAN with the biggest - well, you get the idea - is 
standing next to him... She screams. . . 


WOMAN Watch it, Steve! 


Bullets and blood fly as the tough guy pulls a gun from 
the locker and begins firing wildly at Martin and the 
Woman and Hare krishnas and anybody else who hap- 
pens lo be in the vicinity... 


Martin, the tough guy only two feet away, calmly aims his 
gun and pulls the trigger, but nothing happens. He shakes 
the gun... 


MARTIN Dammit... not again... 
DIRECTOR Cutt! 


PULL BACK FARTHER TO REVEAL: 

A SOUNDSTAGE 

Set up like the airport terminal. Martin throws a fit about 
the malfunctioning prop as the Bear walks up to him. 


HARRY All right, let’s wrap! We'll pick it up tomorrow! 
BEAR Martin, maybe you should dive or roll out of the way... 
As Karen crosses the soundstage, we TRACK along the 
backs of a row of directors’ chairs with the names... 
MARTIN WEIR... HARRY ZIMM.. . KAREN FLORES and 
... CHILI PALMER. Chili stands chatting with BUDDY 
LUFKIN. 

BUDDY But Martin already told me he loves it. 


CHILI Look, | don’t know, Buddy, I don’t think Martin’s right 
for this new one. 
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BUDDY Why the hell not? 
CHILI He's too short. 
EXT. SOUNDSTAGE - DUSK 


As Karen, Chili, Harry, Martin and Buddy all exit the 
soundstage. Karen and Chili get into Chili's minivan. 


EXT. SOUNDSTAGE - SAME TIME 
As they pull out, we see the name “C. Palmer” painted in 
the space. 


We then CRANE UP AND BACK as Harry, Martin and 
Buddy each get into their own minivans . . . and we then. . . 


FADE OUT 


THE END 
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Adapting 
Get Shorty 


A Talk with Scott Frank 
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Scott Frank was born in Fort Walton Beach, Florida, and 
raised in northern California. In 1982, he received a B.A. 
in film studies from the University of California at Santa 
Barbara. While a student there, he wrote Little Man Tate, 
which was produced in 1991. His other screenplays 
include Plainclothes (1988), Dead Again (1991, nomi- 
nated for an Edgar Award) and Malice (1993). 

In 1994, Frank co-created and co-produced (with Wal- 
ter Parks) Birdland, an hour-long drama for ABC. He also 
wrote the premiere episode of Showtime's Fallen Angels 
series, “Dead End for Delia” (which received a CableACE 
nomination) and adapted James Lee Burke's Heaven's 
Prisoners, which will appear on television this spring. His 
screenplay for Get Shorty was nominated for both Writ- 
ers Guild and Golden Globe awards. 

Frank is currently writing a horror film script, Lily, for 
Sidney Pollack’s Mirage production company, and is in 
the process of adapting Elmore Leonard’s Maximum Bob 
as a television series for ABC. He lives in Los Angeles 
with his wife and their two children. 

The version of Get Shorty published here was Frank’s 
final shooting script, completed in April 1995. The 
screenplay was 138 pages long. 


How did you get involved in adapting Get Shorty? 


Three years ago, Stacey Sher /one of the film’s producers] sent 
me the novel because she knew that I was a gigantic Elmore 
Leonard fan. I said, “I don’t want to read it because I know I'm 
going to like it, and I've got to start writing an original.” | told 
her to try and find someone else first. A few months went by and 
she called me again, and this time I said I would read it. Oddly 
enough, this was the only Elmore Leonard book | hadn't read, 
the reason being that at the time I didn’t want to look at any- 
thing about Hollywood. So anyway, I finally read it on my way, | 
think, to New York. | got to the scene in the book where Bo 
Catlett and Chili discuss the script and I called her up and said, 
“I'll do it.” | had so much fun reading that scene, | thought, 
“How can I not do this movie?” And I just fell in love with the 
book and saw immediately what to do with it. 


Do you think that comes from being familiar with his work? 
Yes, definitely. 
How so? 


Well, there’s a certain frame of mind you get every time you sit 
down to read one of his books. He’s such a particular flavor. 
There's a certain deliciousness in the happenstance: in his 
books, shit just happens, and it’s a lot of fun because you never 
know where he’s going. 


Did you talk to Leonard first? 


| talked to him, and he said he wanted nothing to do with it. He 
just said, “Go to it. | hope you do a good job.” No tips, no noth- 
ing. He did tell me lots of horror stories, though. The first time 
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we had lunch he spent the whole time talking about how badly 
some of his other books had been butchered. I came away from 
this with all these stories in my head, thinking, “I don’t want to 
be another horror story at somebody else’s lunch.” 


In an interview sometime ago, Leonard said, “I’m always 
hoping the ‘sound’ of my material will make it to the screen.” 
There seems to be a general consensus among critics that Get 
Shorty bas done just that. How did you go about it? 


Well, I'd been stealing from him shamelessly for years anyway, 
so I kind of had a good feel, although no one can lay claim to 
being able to imitate Elmore Leonard. The only thing I can say 
is, you have to know what to keep. I think the first thing people 
do when they set about adapting an Elmore Leonard novel is to 
jettison all the wonderful character and voice stuff. Instead, they 
keep the plot, which misses the point of an Elmore Leonard 
novel: the plot doesn’t mean anything. It just doesn’t matter. As I 
said before, his books are all about this happenstance. He once 
told me that he does no outline, then sits down and starts writ- 
ing, and his characters sort of tell him where to go. In fact, he’s 
often referred to as a mystery writer, when he doesn’t write mys- 
teries at all. You know right from the beginning who did what to 
whom. What's really important are the characters. And because 
he gives you such good ones—they re so rich and so specific— 
it’s easy to infer what they might say, or where they might go. 
Once you get into the characters, it becomes not so much imi- 
tating Elmore Leonard but understanding those characters. 


Could you talk more about the process of deciding what to 
keep and what to get rid of? 


| read the book once and then I read it again, really thinking 
about it in terms of realizing it as a movie. Then I read it again, 
making notes in the margins about characters and things. Then 
| read it one more time with a highlighter pen, and highlighted 
everything I knew I wanted in the movie. And | ended up, of 
course, with the whole book highlighted. So then | thought I 
would try and do one draft of the script that had all these things 
in it. And I ended up with a 180-page screenplay. | have what | 
call my phantom-limb theory: if you cut from that first draft 
correctly, you can still feel the itch of those things that are gone. 
It was very true with this stuff. Even in reading reviews for the 
movie, I could see people picking up on things that were really 
just sort of hinted at. Of course, some of that comes from being 
familiar with his other books, and Get Shorty as well, and | 
knew that I had both of those things helping me out a little bit. 
Where you get into trouble is when you fuck with the spirit of 
Elmore Leonard or any novelist that has such a specific voice. 


Did you look at other screenplay adaptations of Leonard's 
work? 


No. I just knew that the most important thing about adapting 
the book was retaining that voice. I decided early on that my 
job was to get out of the way. For example, in his books, his 
characters are hysterically funny, but they don’t know they're 


funny. In fact, they think they're being deadly serious. 


Let’s get into the specifics of adapting the book. Both it and 
your screenplay begin in Vesuvio’s on a cold Miami day. In 
the book, we don’t get to meet Ray Bones until after Chili 
punches him in the nose for stealing his coat. In the script, be 
actually appears in that scene, cracking stupid jokes at 
Chili's expense. Why did you choose to introduce him earlier? 


Because, otherwise, you have nothing invested in the guy, you 
have no sense of him. If you introduce Ray Bones earlier, and 
introduce him as an asshole, then you've already invested in 
Chili Palmer nailing him when he gets his coat back, number 
one. Number two, I wanted to show how disgusted Chili Palmer 
was with the whole mob life, and the best and most efficient way 
to do that was to have Bones in that scene. Chili doesn’t like 
laughing at these guys’ jokes, having to show these guys respect. 
He’s tired of it. 


In the book, Chili's background—his “tainted” Puerto Rican 
blood—seems to be more of a factor in him not moving any 
higher in the organization. 


It was irrelevant for the film, I thought. It just was something 
that you didn’t care about, who gets made and who doesn’t get 
made: that was well-traveled ground. I think he’s just bored with 
it, he can do it in his sleep now. I think that was the key thing to 
me. The mechanics of why he couldn’t ultimately go farther 
were less interesting. 


There's a descriptive passage in the book in which Leonard 
talks about Chili's frustration with his job: “It was difficult 
having to treat these guys like they were your heroes.” In 
your screenplay, those words are turned into dialogue dur- 
ing one of Chili's scenes with Harry and Karen. Did that kind 
of transposition happen a lot? 


Yeah. There are lots of things in the book that I thought would 
make great dialogue. In fact, there were more things that | 
wanted to do like that, but I couldn’t find room for them. 
Because the voice of the narrator and the voice of the character 
in Elmore Leonard’s books are so often interchangeable— 
because he writes from each character’s point of view—it lent 
itself rather nicely to doing that. And, wherever possible, I want- 
ed to use an Elmore Leonard line. 


What about the fact that, in the book, 12 years pass between 
Chili punching and then shooting Bones and Momo finally 
dying, which sets off the main plot of the book? 


That was something /director] Barry Sonnenfeld wanted to do. 
He felt that making it more immediate would just feel better in 
terms of the language of film. He thought that seeing Bones 
with the bandage would amp up everything at the beginning of 
the movie. I think he’s right. At first, | wasn’t sure it made a 
difference at all, but the more I sit with it, the more I think 
Barry was right to do that, to just turn it up rather than having it 
be this long, 12-year rivalry. You sort of feel the immediacy of 

























| “this guy getting more and more pissed off, until he’s white-hot. 


_ Speaking of Momo’s death, you came up with a completely 
new treatment for that in the screenplay: the surprise birth- 
— day party. In the book, he’s bumped off by rivals. 


j 
Well, | figured the audience would be waiting for him to get shot 

after the scene on Jimmy Cap’s boat: “He's going to go up into 
- this dark tenement and get blown away.” I thought, why not 
wink at the audience from the get-go and tell them this movie 
_ isn't going to go where they think it’s going. In the first few 
drafts of the script, he was shot out on the street. The scene 
_ would start with these mobsters inside a restaurant and they get 
— into a huge gunfight. There’s a fat mobster in this Italian 
restaurant with red-checkered tablecloths eating with his two 
~ bodyguards, and these guys come in with these long coats and 
_ machine guns and they blow him away. And then you hear, 
~ “Cut!,” and you pull back and realize that they're shooting a 
~ movie in Little Italy. You pull back still further and there’s this 
other fat mobster looking in the window, laughing. And that’s 
- Momo, chuckling, going, “Ah, these fucking Hollywood guys.” 
And while the credits are rolling, he turns around and starts 
walking through the streets of Little Italy as everyone says, 
“Hello, Momo,” “How are you, Momo?” Then at the end of the 
— credit sequence, these guys pull up in a Cadillac and they say, 
~ “Momo, how are you?” And Momo asks, “Do I know you?,” and 
they say, “You do now,” and they shoot him. That was the origi- 
nal way he died. 


What happened to that version? 


It's a long way to go to kill him. This way it only took 30 sec- 
onds, and was more fun. 


Fay, Leo’s wife, plays a bigger part in the book, which ties 
into the fact that Chili promises to split Leo's $300,000 insur- 
ance payment with her when he finds him. What happened to 
all of that? 


_ There was a lot more Fay in early drafts. And then there was also 
Annette, Leo’s girlfriend in L.A. who he met at a dry-cleaning 
~ convention. Chili visits her first, before he finds Leo at the hotel. 
_ That was in for a long time. In fact, the Annette scene was one of 
_ my favorites. There's a lot of stuff in the movie and you have to 
_ begin to decide what you’re going to keep and what you're going 
~ tolose, and Annette was unfortunately one of the first people to 
go, even though I loved all that stuff. 


Later on in the film and in the script, he does take the 
$300,000, but you never figure out what he’s done with it. 


What happened with Leo’s money in the film is still sort of 
unanswered. You don’t know what happened to it. It was just 
one of those things I couldn't figure out, I couldn't never decide 
on. Ata certain point I was just too lazy to go back and think it 
through. 


In the book, the actor's name is Michael Weir, not Martin. 
Why was it changed? 


That was a legal thing, a boring thing. Those kinds of things are 
so frustrating for screenwriters. As it happened, there was some- 
one in the Screen Actors Guild named Michael Weir, so we had 
to change it to Martin Weir. | couldn't ever see him as Martin— 
it wasn’t right—until Danny DeVito took the role. Danny's more 
of a Martin than a Michael, so it worked out okay. 


In the book, Chili's described as being in his 40s; were you 
expecting an older actor to play this part? 


| knew that Danny had bought the screen rights to the book, and 
originally, Barry wanted Danny to play Chili Palmer. Actually, if 
you know Danny DeVito, the more you get to know him, the 
more he seems 10 feet tall. He's very strong—he és Chili Palmer. 
He gets things done. He used to call me up sometimes at 10 
o'clock at night and ask, “You okay, everything all right?” Any- 
thing that was bothering me—“You want me to take care of 
that?” He's very powerful, very sure of himself—a very calm 
kind of guy. But I never thought he would play it. There were 
all kinds of people I thought about. Robert DeNiro—a younger 
Robert DeNiro—was, I guess, who I had in my head. And you 
know, that’s who Travolta is in a way, a sexier version of that. 


In the first conversation Chili has with Harry at Karen’ place 
in the book, he tells Harry about Ray Bones. In the film, this 
doesn't occur until the restaurant scene, which leads first to 
Harry calling up Bones on the phone and ultimately to the 
confrontation between the two of them in Harry’s office. Nei- 
ther of those scenes occur in the book; why did you choose to 
add them here? 


There were a couple of reasons. One, you lose Harry Zimm in the 
second half of the book, and I wanted to make him a more 
active participant in the movie. I thought the movie ended when 
Ray Bones takes the locker key from Chili Palmer, yet that’s only 
two-thirds of the way through the book. That meant sort of elon- 
gating the book's plot. The other thing | did—which is a huge 
thing that you're going to ask me about in 10 seconds—was | 
eliminated the entire studio plot from the novel simply because 
| felt Michael Tolkin had already done that in 7he Player and 
done it quite well, and I didn’t want to travel over that same 
ground. Also, I felt it was too “inside,” and I felt that this movie 
shouldn't be an insider's view of Hollywood, it should be a fan’s 
view of Hollywood. Having done that, the shape of the plot was 
now a little different. So 1 thought the way to solve that was to 
have Harry call Ray Bones up and ask him for money because 
he’s so desperate. And that’s where that idea came from. 


That's one of my favorite scenes from the film. 


When he gets beaten up? Yeah, | love that, that was fun. And you 
can see Harry trying to imitate—feebly—Chili Palmer. And that 
was what Harry Zimm was all about in the book; you could just 
see all that stuff. Again, it’s just taking Elmore Leonard's incred- 
ible characters and squeezing more juice out of them. 


Speaking of that, could you talk a bit about the characteriza- 
tions of Karen and Chili? In the book, Karen seems slightly 


more together: she’s not auditioning for horror movie roles, 
and in fact, lakes a job about two-thirds of the way through 
as a studio executive. And as far as Chili's concerned, hes much 
more of a cinephile in the movie than he was in the book. 


Two separate things. I'll take Karen first. | met Rene Russo dur- 
ing rehearsal and | fell so in love with her as a person and an 
actress that I felt | had to give her more to do. Yet Rene really 
wanted Karen to still be acting; she thought it would be great if 
she was still in these movies and came back in some ridiculous 
cheerleader outfit or something at one point. It was a fun idea; | 
mean, it works pretty well. But | was nervous about that making 
her seem too pathetic. Yet the more I got to know Rene and ob- 
serve the kind of strength and toughness that she has, | knew 
she wouldn't turn out to be pathetic. 

There is, however, a speech in the book that I kick myself for 
missing every time | watch the movie. It’s where she talks about 
growing up in Texas, and what her parents did, how accom- 
plished they were, and about the fact that she’s really very intel- 
ligent. It’s a really good speech, and it belongs in the scene 
where they’re walking out of the movie theater and Chili’s talk- 
ing about not wanting to be a loan shark, and he asks her if she 
wants to act in Mr. Lovejoy and she says that she’d rather be a 
producer. It would have been the perfect place for her to say, 
“No, I’m better than that. This is who I am.” It’s great dialogue, 
and you would have “gotten” her; it would have sharpened her 
up and carried a lot of weight. Every time I watch the movie, | 
get so angry with myself because that’s completely my fault. 

As far as Chili goes, when we first met with Travolta, he didn’t 
want to do the movie. He felt he had already played a mobster/ 
gangster in Pulp Fiction. He thought this guy should have more 
of a sense of movies; he should be more of a film buff. Whereas 
in the book, he just goes to movies, and probably likes Karen’s 
movies more than Jules and Jim. John really wanted him to 
kind of see everything. And it was the only thing Elmore Leonard 
didn’t like when he read the script. I have to say, I think John 
was right; it works pretty well in the film. I wrote the Zouch of 
Evil scene specifically to address that issue for John, and I think 
the audience really ends up loving the guy in that scene. When | 
watched John in that segment—and he brings to it so much 
more than the screenplay—suddenly you'll go with that guy 
anywhere. It also solidifies Karen and Chili’s relationship. 


Bo and Ronnie are made out to be much more menacing 
in the film, particularly in that first scene in Harry’s office. 
One reviewer thought Ronnie’ line to Harry—“By Friday, 
or you're dead as disco” —was some sort of oblique refer- 
ence to Travolta’s checkered career. 


That was such a stupid line. Lines like that from low-rent tough 
guys—"‘dead as disco,” “dead as last Christmas”—are always 
so ridiculous. But it was more about Ronnie than about Chili. As 
for them being more menacing, the problem was, both of these 
guys are going to get killed, so you have to be afraid of them. We 
just wanted to make them a little edgier at that point, make 
them more of a real threat. 
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Scott Frank’s copy of the Elmore Leonard novel. 


In the book, Chili finds out much sooner that Martin Weir's 
girlfriend, Nicki, happens to be his old acquaintance from 
Miami. In fact, this leads to him going to see her and her 
band at Raji’s one night, where he actually meets Martin 
Weir and pitches the dry-cleaner plot to him. A lot of the dia- 
logue from that part of the book went directly into the scene 
at Martin's house in the screenplay. Why did you decide to 
wait until the visit to Martin’s house to introduce the fact that 
they knew each other, and why did you save Chili's pitch to 
him for that scene? 


I think I have Chili say “She looks familiar” when they're driv- 
ing down Sunset and they see them eating lunch. That was a 
time thing. I had to condense all of that stuff. I didn’t know how 
to bring up Nicki earlier. In almost every draft except the final 
one, | would bring up Nicki in Karen and Chili’s conversation at 
her house, because she obviously had an attitude toward Nicki, 
seeing as she’s now married to her ex-husband. But when the 
scene started going off in that direction, it made it about too 
many things, so it became a question of time. Most often, deci- 
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sions like that are about how can you do it shorter and faster, 
and deciding whether or not it will matter to the audience. 


Actually, it works beautifully to save it all for that scene, 
because then he ends up inserting himself, in a very “Chili 
Palmer” kind of way, into this private thing with Karen and 
Martin. 


Karen's not involved in the meeting in the book. When he teach- 
es Martin “the look,” they're sitting there at the bar at Raji’s. 
Also, | thought if you set it at his house, the house itself becomes 
a character in the movie that helps tell more about Martin. 


And why did you decide to include Karen in the scene? 


Because I wanted to give Karen more to do. I wanted her to be 
his tour guide, or at least try to be, at first, because then it would 
make it even more delicious to have him end up helping her. 
And also, if she and Chili were going to fall in love, she needed 
to be around Chili more. She’s not around him enough in the 
script. There are a lot of scenes in the book where they're hang- 
ing out, talking, having a Coke. But I really needed her to see 

Scott Frank interview continued on page 197 


Elmore Leonard on Get Shorty 


“I’m not so sure a really good movie can be made from my 
material without some very noticeable changes,” novelist 
Elmore Leonard observed in a 1984 interview. “I think it’s too 
flat, as is, for a film.” 

With the recent theatrical release of Get Shorty, Leonard has 
finally had cause to modify his opinion. In a recent phone con- 
versation with Scenario, the author cited Scott Frank and Barry 
Sonnenfeld’s decision to punch up the comedic undercurrents in 
the novel as one of the reasons for the success of the adaptation. 
“Scott and Barry didn’t take it so seriously. The thing is, | don’t 
write comedy. And Barry said, ‘No, you don’t write comedy, but 
it’s still a funny book.” 

Leonard was gratified to find that, even with this alteration, 
Frank managed to retain the “sound” of his writing. “I think it’s 
astonishing. Even though the film has Barry's look, it’s my 
sound,” he noted, adding, “Scott said he liked my work to begin 
with, and that helps, because if you don’t like the novelist’s 
work, you're going to rewrite all of his dialogue anyway.” 

Frank's familiarity with Leonard’s work had other advan- 
tages: “I think what often happens when people try to imitate 
my style is that it doesn’t have any kindness in it—it’s just 
tough guys talking out of the side of their mouths. | like my 
people. The bad guys are just fuckups, and I think Scott really 
understood that.” Asked whether he felt Frank's privileging of 
characters as opposed to plot was a smart choice, Leonard 
responded, “Absolutely. In my writing I just kind of drag the plot 
into it, it’s not that important to me. I get so interested in the 
interaction of the characters, I don’t care if the good guy wins.” 

Although Frank sent along several drafts to Leonard during 
the screenwriting process, Leonard adopted a hands-off 
approach: “I didn’t sit right down and read them since I knew 
they were going to be changed over and over. So they just kind of 
sat there; I wasn’t going to stick my nose in.” He wasn't disap- 
pointed when he saw a final cut of the film. “I really enjoyed the 
movie. I watched it the way I would watch someone else’s story. 
The first time I saw it, | wasn’t sure what was going to happen 
next—I was surprised all the way through.” More specifically, 
he noted, “I liked Scott’s ending a lot. The end of the book is just 
story conferences, and although I love the novel’s last line about 
‘Fuckin’ endings . . .,’ it’s not a movie ending.” 

Asked why he didn’t adapt Get Shorty himself (he’s written 
screenplays for several of his other books, including Stick and 
52 Pickup), Leonard claimed he never even considered it. “I've 
quit writing screenplays unless I have an original idea that | 
think would be good,” he stated. “It’s too much work. I don’t 
look at writing a novel as work, because I only have to please 
myself. | have a good time sitting here by myself, thinking up 
situations and characters, getting them to talk—it’s so satisfy- 
ing. But screenwriting's different. You might think you're writ- 
ing for yourself, but there are too many other people to 
please.” —7L 
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ggg TP Screenplay by CHARLES BURNETT SCOTT MENCHIN 








INT. ROOM - DAY (EFX) 

GIDEON, a strongly built elderly black man, is sitting at a 
table, on which is a large bowl of fruit. A crocheted 
tablecloth hangs over its side. Gideon is dressed in a 
white suit and wears a pair of well-polished wingtip 
shoes. His hat almost covers his eyes, which are two 
points of greenish coals. The fruit in the bowl is engulfed 
in flames. 


The flames appear to be DRIPPING from the tablecloth 
onto the floor. Gideon's shoes start to SMOLDER, then 
BURST INTO FLAME, the fire spreading up his pants leg. 
His head falls forward as if he had suddenly fallen asleep. 
He twiddles his thumbs very slowly in a circle. He cross- 
es his legs as if to get comfortable. 


The camera moves to a CLOSE-UP of his burning shoes. 
The image of his feet begins to appear through his 
shoes; the flames fade; the background changes as we 


CROSS DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE —- BACKYARD - DAY 

Gideon's bare feet are resting on reddish dry earth. He is 
sitting in his backyard under a fruit tree with a Bible rest- 
ing in his hands. 


His house is a small, neatly painted bungalow in South 
Central Los Angeles. Corn, tomatoes, other vegetables 
grow in the yard. Chickens scratch around. 


He slowly awakens; his hands are trembling. He looks 
around and sees the chickens. He looks up at the sky 
and sighs, with some relief. 


SUNNY, Gideon's grandson, five years old, has been 
watching him from the back window of the house. He 
leaves the window. 


INT. GIDEON’S HOUSE — HALLWAY - DAY 

DOLLY SHOT OF SUNNY 

Sunny peeps in the workroom. Through the crack in the 
door, a woman waves to Sunny. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - WORKROOM - DAY 

The room is nearly filled with pregnant women and their 
husbands. SUZIE, Gideon's wife, late 60s or early 70s, a 
picture of health, is giving a last bit of instruction before the 
class ends. Some people are already preparing to leave. 


SUZIE Remember, especially you men, that working togeth- 
er now will form a bond before the child arrives. The woman 
is very sensitive. 

Somewhere in the room, a Male Voice booms out. 

VOICE /0.8.) Tell me about it. 


There is a bit of LAUGHTER as all start pulting away their 
things. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE ~ BACKYARD ~ DAY 

Gideon looks over at the chickens, scratching around in 
the garden. He calls to them, but they don’t respond. He 
puts his shoes on and walks toward the back door of the 
house. Entering, he stops and waits inside the door, peep- 
ing out. He talks to himself in a sort of devilish manner. 


GIDEON Spoiling the little foxes that spoil my vines. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE ~ BACKYARD - DAY 

Shot of the backyard. Nothing. Suddenly, with the grace 
and wariness of alley cats, kids jump over Gideon's back 
fence, look around timidly and start climbing his fruit tree. 


Gideon walks down the steps slowly while humming ina 
deep voice. He picks up a hose, turns the water on and 
walks over to the tree, trapping the kids. Dangling legs, 
seen through the branches, try to scurry up to safety. 
Gideon sprays the tree with water. Wet kids fall out of the 
tree and in one motion, leap the fence. Gideon cuts the 
water off and slaps the dirt off his hands. He is quite 
pleased with himself. 


EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY 

One of the wet kids is watching Gideon as he goes back 
inside the house. The boy signals the others, who slowly 
follow in single file. They jump the fence and climb back 
up the tree, letting their half-eaten fruit fall to the ground. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY 

Suzie opens a letter and a picture of a baby falls out. She 
looks at the picture, tries to find a place for it among the 
other baby pictures that cover the mirror that sits on top 
of the dresser. Gideon comes in and starts to undress. 


GIDEON My mind plays tricks on me. Is it okay if | take a 
bath now? 
SUZIE Everyone is gone. Rhonda is in the bathroom. 


RHONDA, Gideon's granddaughter, 13 years old. comes 
oul of the bathroom. 


GIDEON | was looking through my trunk and I can’t find 
my toby. 


RHONDA \\hiat’s that’ 

GIDEON It’s «charm that my great-grandmother made me. 
Everyone nolices the worried look on Gideon 8 face. 
SUZIE [1 will show up. 

RHONDA If iny daddy calls, tell him | walked home. 
SUZIE You be careful and thank you for looking after Sunny. 


Sunny is asleep on the sofa with a half-eaten apple ready 


fo fall out of his hand. 


GIDEON Babe Brother and his wife are taking advantage 
of a situation. | hate to be mean to people, but picking Sunny 
up when they feel like it has to come to an end. Now, I'm 
going to ask him how come he couldn't be at your birthday. 


SUZIE Don't bother the poor boy. It just takes some people a 
little longer to figure out who they are. 


GIDEON | don't know how two brothers can be so different. 


EXT. MRS. BAKER'S BACKYARD - DAY 

SKIP BAKER, who is 13, crawls out of his pigeon cage, 
holding two birds that he throws up in the air. He climbs 
onto the garage roof and throws rocks at the birds to 
keep them aloft, WHISTLING and YELLING at them. 


CLOSE-UP OF BIRDS FLYING 

As the birds circle Skip's house, they do backward rolls 
and death grips. Skip throws more rocks to keep them 
flying. The rocks land on Gideon's roof. 


The SOUND of someone trying to learn to play a TRUM- 
PET interrupts the pleasant SOUNDS of the pigeons 
popping their wings and flying in circles over the house. 


INT. MRS. BAKER'S HOUSE, RODNEY’S BEDROOM - 
DAY 

RODNEY BAKER is about 9. He stands next to a shaded 
window, trying to finger the right valves on his trumpet. 
He attempts to hit a high note, but only succeeds in mak- 
ing an awlul screeching sound. 


EXT. MRS. BAKER'S HOUSE - DAY 
A group of kids walking by Rodney's window shout 
insulting remarks about his horn playing. 


KIDS Shut up! Go help your mama wash dishes! 


INT. GIDEON’S HOUSE - KITCHEN — DAY 

Suzie is standing over an egg that has just dropped to 
the floor. The SCREECHING SOUND of the trumpet 
from next door is interrupted by the doorbell. Suzie can- 
not decide whether to clean up the egg mess or answer 
the door. The doorbell keeps RINGING. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE —- FRONT ROOM - DAY 
Suzie invites OFFICER SCOTT and OFFICER DAVIS in. 
Both men are white and in their mid-20s. 


DAVIS We have a complaint from one of your neighbors 
about a rooster crowing in the mornings. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BATHROOM - DAY 

Gideon is shaving with a straight razor and humming to 
himself, obviously in a good mood. Suzie sticks her head 
in. 


SUZIE The police are here to talk to you about the chickens. 


Gideon's good mood quickly dissolves. He wipes the soap 
off his face and throws the towel down. Suzie leaves. 
Gideon brushes his hair and adjusts his bathrobe. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - DAY 
Gideon comes in, still adjusting his bathrobe. 


GIDEON What can | do for you, Officer? 


As Suzie returns lo the kitchen, Officer Scott keeps her in 


Lew. 


DAVIS You know it’s against the city ordinance to keep 
chickens or livestock. 


GIDEON | always had chickens, ducks and whatnots. 
DAVIS Not anymore, not in the city. 


GIDEON We grow most of our own food. The money I get 
from social security, my pension and my wife's work keeps us 
living on the edge. What choice do people like us have? 


DAVIS Well, you just have to move further out. 
GIDEON Now how far would “further out” be? 
DAVIS ['in not here to argue, sir. 

SCOTT You guys don’t make anything illegal, do you? 
GIDEON ike what, may | ask? 


SCOTT You might have a distillery pumping out barrels of 
moonshine. 


Gideon is about to lose control. Davis heads off the con- 


frontation. 


DAVIS Look, just get rid of the chickens and you all have a 
nice day. 

Gideon stands in the doorway watching the police go 
down the steps. 


GIDEON I'l! be damned if | get rid of my chickens. I ought 
to get some hogs and put them out there. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - NIGHT 
There is soft knocking on the door. Suzie enters frame 
wearing a robe. 


SUZIE Who is it? 
BABE BROTHER (0.5. babe Brother. 


Suzie opens the door. BABE BROTHER, Gideon s younger 
son, about 31, handsome, wearing an expensive suit, 
comes in, beating the cold off of him and blowing into his 
hands. 


BABE BROTHER | was hoping you came to the door 
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instead of him. It gets cold at night. 


SUZIE This doesn't make any sense; vou are going to drag 
that poor boy out in the cold air. 


BABE BROTHER He'|! be all right. 
The camera follows Babe Brother. He passes Gideon's 


room, where Gideon ts asleep, snoring loudly: 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Suzie and Babe Brother enter the bedroom where Sunny 
is sleeping. Suzie gives Babe Brother a blanket in which 
to wrap up Sunny. 


BABE BROTHER Jhianks for taking care of him. PIL try 
not to be so long next time. 


Babe Brother gives his mother a good-night kiss. Gideon 
appears at the door: 


GIDEON What time is it? Do vou think you can just treat 
us like your slaves? It’s after one. 


BABE BROTHER | tried to call to let vou know | was 


going to be late. 

GIDEON Jhiat’s « lie. 

SUZIE [et us settle this tomorrow. 

GIDEON Look! Don't try to get ahead by riding our backs. 
BABE BROTHER /S/i0i//s) | pay my own way. 
GIDEON Since when? 


He reaches for Babe Brother, but Suzie comes between 
them. 

SUZIE Take Sunny home, please. 

She pushes Babe Brother away. Babe Brother walks away, 


staring back at his father 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - SAME NIGHT 
Gideon is lying in bed. Suzie gets in beside him. 
GIDEON Jour feet are cold. 

SUZIE Go back to sleep. 

GIDEON | asked you to wake me when Babe Brother comes. 
SUZIE You all act like two roosters. 

GIDEON [in not going to let him get away with murder. 
SUZIE You and Babe Brother are so much alike . . . 
GIDEON He ain't nothing like me. How come a man has 


to have sons that are day and night apart? You ought to stop 
protecting him. 


SUZIE Hush. 


GIDEON Jou re always taking his side. 

SUZIE Hush. 

GIDEON / in tring to make him a man but vou keep baby- 
ing him. 


SUZIE You're going to find vourself on the floor. 


INT. BABE BROTHER'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - MORN- 
ING 

The bedroom is tastetully furnished with modern art and 
paintings by Ernie Barns. 


Babe Brother wakes up with Sunny standing in the door- 
way looking at him. It takes Babe Brother some time to 
fully wake up. 


Finally, he sits up reluctantly at the side of the bed. 
Sunny comes over and sits next to him, trying to get his 
weary father interested in his remote-control racing car. 


BABE BROTHER | want you to be the richest man in the 


world so | can be the richest father in the world. 
SUNNY | don't want to be rich. | want to work on the rail- 
road like grandfather. 


BABE BROTHER Sw). if you re going to have a family, 
vou can't always choose a job just because vou like it. (Beat) 
| don’t want you to shine anybody's shoes or be a porter. You 
let somebod\ else carry vour bags. 


Sunny quielly gels up and follows bis car out of the room. 


INT. BABE BROTHER’S HOUSE - DAY 

Babe Brother, having showered but still wearing his paja- 
mas, drags himself to the kitchen table, where his wife, 
LINDA, has a huge coffee mug with the inscription “I'm 
the Boss” waiting for him. 


Linda is about 30 years old and materially oriented like 
her husband. She is wearing a conservatively cut busi- 
ness suit. 


Sunny stops playing with his car and gets himself an 
empty cup. Babe Brother is about to pour him some of 
his coffee when Linda objects. 

LINDA \v. 


Sunny pleads with ber in silence. but Linda wont yield. 


BABE BROTHER He wouldn't want any if you didn't try 


to keep it away from him. 


Linda leaves the table, stopping for a moment to look 
down at her husband. 


LINDA Because you were spoiled, don't try to spoil Sunny. 
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out my having to sweat for it. Every summer, the way they 
kept me and Junior out of trouble was to send us to Big 
Daddy's farm. We would get up with the chickens. Every sum- 
mer, the fence had to be repaired. The barn needed a coat of 
paint. We had to pip all of Big Mama’s hundred laying hens 
and go to church all day on Sunday. For Big Daddy, calluses 
and sweat were the mark of a man. Sunny will never have to 
bust his knuckles like we did. 

LINDA | want Sunny to have an advantage that you and | 
never had, but he needs discipline, and you are not helping 


when I tell him to do something and you allow him to get 
out of it. 


BABE BROTHER W/hh:t is « sip of coffee going to do? 
LINDA (Coffee is bad for anybody, especially for a child. 
BABE BROTHER | don't see you crying about my drink- 
ing it. 

LINDA How old are you? 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY 
A SLOW CLOSE-UP DOLLY SHOT OF SUZIE’S HANDS 
DROPPING SEEDS IN THE GROUND. 


Gideon is raking out the chicken coop. He puts the rake 
down and walks over to the garden, watching Suzie plant 
seeds for a while. 


GIDEON Instead of standing here doing nothing, | better 
give those chickens some scratch before they start cackling, 


EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY 

OLD JOHN is pushing his cart up the alley. His face is 
washed so clean that it shines. His pants are dirty and his 
cart is full of odds and ends of no value. He looks to be 
about 70, and fit. Old John throws a sack on Gideon's 
fence. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY 

Suzie is bent over a plant she is tying to a stick. She 
looks up and sees the sack on the fence. Smiling, she 
goes over to the fence. 


EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY 
Old John is about to take up his journey when Suzie 
sticks her head over the fence. 


SUZIE How are you? 


OLD JOHN ‘olerably well. 1 brought you some more rab- 
bit manure for your roses. 


SUZIE It is so considerate of you. 


Gideon sticks his head over the fence. 


GIDEON Well, well, look who is taking up all the sun- 
shine. Brother John, how are you doing? 


OLD JOHN | in stil! here. 
Suzie leaves the two men talking. 


GIDEON ‘el! me something. How do you get energy to stay 
on the move all day? 


OLD JOHN You couldn't sit on your rump under my 
daddy's roof. No sir. If you couldn't outwork his mule, you 
wasn't worth the salt you put in greens. You had to wake up 
looking for something to do. | was raised as a mule and now 
I'm a rolling stone. 


Suzie returns and hands a bag of red tomatoes to Old John. 
OLD JOHN | didn't mean for you to pay me for that. 
SUZIE | know you didn’t but you have been so thoughtful. 


OLD JOHN But when your sunflowers come up, I'll pay 
vou for them. 


SUZIE | planted a row just for you and you don't owe me 
anything. 


EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY 

HIGH ANGLE SHOTS 

Off in the distance, a man is cutting his lawn. Gideon and 
Suzie are working in their garden, as are other couples. 
Two young men are tinkering with their car, which is cre- 
ating a lot of smoke. Some girls are sitting on a porch 
singing; one of the smaller ones is practicing a dance 
step. 


Skip is on the roof with his radio, listening to rap music 
while his birds circle overhead. From time to time, he 
throws a rock at them. 


INT. DELIVERY ROOM - DAY 

THE CAMERA IS OUTSIDE THE ROOM. THE SCENE IS 
SHOT THROUGH THE PARTLY OPEN DOOR. 

There are several people in the room. Suzie, who is 
supervising the delivery, is facing the camera. We can't 
see the mother. 


MOTHER [1 hiurts. 


SUZIE Don't push too fast! Breathe! The hard part is over. 
You can see the top of the head. 


MOTHER It hurts. The pain. (Screams) It’s tearing me. 
SUZIE Father, give her a hand. 

FATHER Hey, this is too much. 

SUZIE You do your part. 

MOTHER (an you tell what it is? 


SUZIE Almost there. 
FATHER It's a junior. 
MOTHER Ah), | wanted a girl. 


Suddenly the baby begins to SCREAM. 


EXT. GIDEON’S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY 
A sack appears on Gideon's fence. The sound of Old 
John's cart is heard rattling off. 


INT. CHURCH - DAY 

Suzie, Gideon, JUNIOR (Gideon's elder son, 35 and 
dark-skinned), PAT (Junior's wife, who is expecting, about 
32) and Rhonda are all seated next to each other in the 
same row. The PREACHER, knee-deep in water, is bap- 
tizing a group of young people. The members of the 
church are singing “Take Me to the Water.” An Elderly 
Man, who can hardly walk without help, is being led 
down to the pool. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY 

Suzie, Gideon, Junior, Pat and Rhonda are all seated at 
the table, eating. Babe Brother is standing at the stove. 
He peers into the pot, not liking what he sees. 


JUNIOR (Irritated with him) When are you going to find 
time to help me fix the roof? 


BABE BROTHER Jou «il! don’t believe me when | tell you 
I'm afraid of heights. 


JUNIOR You used that excuse to get out of the army. 
BABE BROTHER Jou «always got something to say. 


GIDEON Your mother asked me not to mention it but your 
mother's birthday was last week. 


BABE BROTHER | hadn't forgotten. | ordered some cloth 
but it didn’t come in and I felt so bad if | would have come to 
her birthday without that, | just stayed at home. 


GIDEON What did your wife get her? 

BABE BROTHER We got the same thing. 

Junior laughs at Babe Brother's story. 

GIDEON Boy, go tell your wife to come in. 

EXT. STREET - DAY 

Babe Brother's car, a new Audi, is parked out front. 


Linda is in the front seat reading a magazine; Sunny ts 
asleep in the back. Babe Brother sticks his head in the 
window. 


BABE BROTHER Why don't you come in for a while? 


LINDA | would like to finish reading this. What would | 
talk about? I haven't read this month's almanac. | don’t care 
to hear about how the corn was this fall or how to get rid of 
gophers by putting garlic in their holes. They pride them- 
selves in making life hard and that’s not my cup of tea. 


INT. KITCHEN — DAY 
Suzie, Gideon, Junior, Pat and Rhonda are still at the table. 


SUZIE You know, Babe Brother's wife just dumps greens in 
the pot without washing them. 

GIDEON Babe Brother is a poor boy. 

JUNIOR You all should have been hard on him like you 


were me and he wouldn't be the way he is. 


SUZIE Everybody got the same. | breast-fed him like | 
breast-fed you. 


PAT Junior, you are wrong. 
INT. CAR — DAY 


BABE BROTHER Just for a minute. 


A dirt rock HITS the front windshield. Linda lets out a little 
scream. Babe Brother looks around. Skip is on top of the 
roof next door. 


SKIP | didn’t mean to hit your car. | was throwing at my 
birds. 


INT. FEED STORE - DAY 

Gideon is looking at the price of laying mash. He digs his 
hand into a barrel of scratch. Sunny also digs his hand 
into the barrel. 


Suzie regards some new young plants. She gives the 
vegetables a thorough going-over. 


Gideon stands in line, waiting to place his order. 
GIDEON | need about five pounds of laying mash and you 
better give me about the same of scratch. 


While the clerk gets his order, Gideon turns and looks 
around at the prices of various items. Suzie puts her plants 
on the counter. 


GIDEON When are you going to have a sale on weed- 
killer? 


CLERK You missed it. We had a two-day sale last week. 


GIDEON What kind of a sale is a two-day sale? I thought 
sales last a week or two. 


CLERK Every day we have something different. Today’s sale 
is hay. 25% off. If you have a horse or cow, you're in business. 
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INT. GIDEON'S CAR - DAY 

Sunny, in the backseat, looks at a Little Girl in an adjoin- 
ing car; she has her mouth pressed against the window 
and is missing a tooth. Gideon is behind the wheel, while 
Suzie holds her new plants up to the sun, carefully in- 
specting them. 


Sunny pokes a hole in the sack of feed. The mash trick- 
les to the floor as if from an hourglass. 


INT. GIDEON’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY 

Suzie is sitting in front of a tableful of jars. Each jar con- 
tains a shoot and is half-filled with water. Gideon is on 
his knees trying to fix the hinge to a cabinet. Sunny, sit- 
ting near him on the floor, holds a coffee can full of mar- 
bles. Gideon is telling him a story. 


GIDEON All of the preachers were down in the basement of 
the church confessing their sins to one another. They were 
way down in the basement ‘cause they figured no one would 
hear them. One of the preachers said, “It makes me feel too 
shame’ to tell how bad I have been. You know them young 
gals that sit up in the first row. | can look at them and forget 
my text. I'm just lost when it comes to women, even them 
middle-age sisters.” Then another preacher said, “I don't 
think I can tell you what my sin is ‘cause it’s bad.” Another 
preacher said, “Brother, we all amongst friends. Tell us what's 
troubling your soul. Clear your conscience.” 


Gideon takes a sip of water: 


GIDEON So the preacher said, “We all got a bond ‘cause 
we confessed to one another. So let me tell you, my sin is corn 
liquor. I just acts a fool behind that spirit water. I loves it 
more than preaching. Now ain't that a sin, Lord.” So all the 
preachers went on confessing, each one worst than the last. 
Finally, they came to the last preacher, who had been very 
quiet and listening to every word that fell. One of the preach- 
ers said to him, “It’s your turn. Confessing will lift your bur- 
den, Brother. Bare us your soul. We did.” The last preacher 
said, “No, my sin is the worst among all of you.” One of the 
preachers said, “Ah, go on, man, and stop all this suspense.” 
So the last preacher said, “Like I told you, my sin is the low- 
est. (Beat) My sin is gossiping, and I can’t wait to get out and 
tell what I heard.” 


Sunny doesnt get the humor of the story. He ts more 
interested in picking up his marbles that Gideon acciden- 
lally kicked over. 


SUZIE You oughtn't tell him stories like that. 
SUNNY Jel! me another story. 


GIDEON I'l] tell you a story about the terrapin and the 
rabbit. No, you tell me a story. Come on. 


SUNNY Once upon atime, my mommy and daddy lived in 


this big house that | bought for them. | got them this big car. 


A strong wind causes the broom handle to knock against 


the china teapot, KNOCKING IT TO THE FLOOR. Suzie stops 
Sunny from helping to pick up the pieces. 


SUZIE You stay back. You might cut your fingers. 
Suzie looks down sadly at her broken teapot. 
GIDEON | looked everywhere for my toby. 


EXT. APPLE ORCHARD - DAY 
The trees are barren, which gives them an unfriendly 
appearance. As we LOOK at the ground, a man’s distort- 
ed shadow stops in the frame. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT PORCH - DAY 

A shadow of a man appears on Gideon's porch. The 
camera tilts up to HARRY MENTION, a very dark, age- 
less old man carrying several boxes held together by a 
cord. He seems weary. He looks in his address book 
and, satisfied that he is at the right house, rings the 
doorbell. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - DAY 

Suzie comes to the door. Immediately recognizing Harry, 
she beckons him in. Harry stumps his feet on the porch 
several times and enters. 


SUZIE Harry, | can't believe it’s you. Gideon, look who is 
here. 


Gideon comes in, wiping his hands. Sunny, carrying a 
broom, follows behind. 

GIDEON Harry, Good God Almighty, man! It’s been, what, 
thirty years or more. Suzie, we haven't seen Harry since we 
left home. 

Harry is more interested in the boy, but Sunny doesnt 
want to come near him. Gideon keeps him from retreating. 


GIDEON This is my grandson, Sunny. He is my youngest 
son's child. 


HARRY He kind of favors one of my boys when he was 
about his age. 


Sunny, playing with the broom, accidentally touches 
Harry's shoe with it. Harry, barely able to conceal his 
anger, lakes the broom from Sunny and spits on the bot- 
fom of it. 


HARRY Boy, that is bad luck to touch a fellow with a 
broom. 


GIDEON He knows better. Sunny, apologize to Harry. 
SUNNY | 'in sorry. 


GIDEON What are you doing in these parts? 


HARRY | came all the way from Detroit by bus going to 
Oakland. The bus stopped in Los Angeles. I had to get off and 
take a rest. I'll catch the last bus leaving at midnight. I'm 
just too tired to go on. 


GIDEON Why didn’t you catch a plane? 


HARRY My feet have never been on anything that wasn't 
directly attached to the ground. 


GIDEON Stay until you feel better. | would like to hear all 
the news. 


HARRY |'m worn out, but won't you feel like you're taking 
in a stranger? 

SUZIE Stranger, my foot. It was my grandmother who 
helped you into this world. 

HARRY Well, | don’t want to put you out. 


GIDEON Man, put your boxes down and stay as long as 
you like. We have empty rooms since the boys got their own 
families and moved out. 


HARRY Well, if you're sure I won't be a bother. Oh, I don't 
sleep on no spring mattress. | always make myself a pallet on 
the floor. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - GUEST BEDROOM - DAY 

The bedroom door to Harry's room is open a crack. 
Peering through the door, we SEE Harry asleep on his 
pallet. His back is to the camera. There is dead silence. 
On the floor is a plate full of water, as if for a dog. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY 
Suzie is peeling potatoes. Gideon is ironing. 


SUZIE Poor old Harry, he really must have been worn out. 
He has been asleep all day. 

Unknown to them, Harry has been standing in the door- 
way for some lime. 


HARRY Good evening. It must be all the different time 
zones | crossed that makes me feel this weary. 


SUZIE You should go back and rest. 


HARRY No, if | rest any longer, | won't sleep tonight. May | 
use your bathroom to wash up a bit? 


GIDEON Man, act like this is your home. 


HARRY That's awful generous of you. I always ask to keep 
from wearing out welcome. 


SUZIE One can tell you are from back home. These people 
nowadays don’t know what manners are. 


HARRY Where we come from, you had to know how to act 


right. You had to know how to say “yes, sir” and “no, sir.” 
You had to know your place. 


GIDEON You had to tread softly. 
The doorbell rings and Gideon goes to answer it. 


SUZIE Those days you could always find something re- 
deeming about even the worst person. 


HARRY You remember that boy who lost his mind—Joe? 
You could hear him pitching horseshoes at night in the dark. 
He wouldn't miss a one. Make him mad and call yourself 
running in the house to be safe. He would pick up a brick 
and say, “Go on in there, brick, and hit somebody,” and it 
would find its mark. 


SUZIE | was afraid to go to Marcus Bottom because of him. 


HARRY All those places that us coloreds lived, that we used 
to call Bottoms, have all been changed to Drives and Heights. 
Everything is in what you call it, not in what it is. 
Gideon comes back with Junior, Pat and Rhonda. 


GIDEON Harry, | would like for you to meet my oldest son, 
his wife and daughter. 


JUNIOR Pleased to meet you. So you're from back home, 
Loo. 


Harry and Junior shake hands, but Rhonda gives Harry 
only a nod of her head and a smite. 


Pat, who is pregnant, attempts lo shake hands with Harry, 
but is forced to withdraw her hand because of a sudden 
pain in her stomach. 


PAT This boy must be turning over. Oh, he just kicked me 
again. 


Junior feels her stomach. Pat again tries to shake Harry's 


hand and again gets a jolt from her stomach. She finds a 
chair to sit down in. 

The SOUND of rocks hitting the roof causes everyone to 
look up. 


GIDEON I's the boy next door throwing at his birds. I'm 
just waiting on him to hit a pane in the window. 


HARRY |’ going to wash up now. You all please excuse me. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BATHROOM - DAY 

Harry is wiping off his face with a washcloth. He stares at 
himself in the mirror for a long time. The sudden sound 
of the boy next door starting to play his trumpet startles 
him. He smiles at the trumpeter’s efforts. 


He wrings out the washcloth; a reddish, oil-like liquid 
DRIPS into the face bowl. 


EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD - EARLY MORNING 
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A few houses have lights on. Suddenly, Gideon's rooster 
starts to CROW. A dog barks and a garbage can is 
knocked over. Bedroom lights in almost all the houses in 
the neighborhood pop on. The complaining voices of 
neighbors are heard. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - HARRY'’S BEDROOM - EARLY 
MORNING 

Harry is just waking up. He listens to the voices of Suzie 
and Gideon as they get ready for church. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - MORNING 
Gideon is paging through the Bible as he stands by the 
door waiting for Suzie, who is watering her plants. Harry 
comes in. 


HARRY (Good morning. 


GIDEON You ought to come hear our preacher. Remember 
old Cat Iron? Well, our preacher is just as strong. 


HARRY \ext time, when | feel a little better, perhaps. 


GIDEON | was going to get up and get a hen out there for 
dinner, but time got away. 


HARRY 0h, | would feel much at home if you let me get 
one for you. | haven't wrung a chicken’s neck in a month of 
Sundays. You know, folks would call my daddy to kill their 
hogs. That used to be my trade from time to time. 


GIDEON Well, | would appreciate that. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - DAY 
Gideon and Suzie are stepping off the porch. Harry is 
standing behind the screen door. 


Gideon and Suzie climb into Junior's car. Junior, Pat and 
Rhonda wave to Harry as the car pulls away. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY 

A TRACKING SHOT, FOLLOWING HARRY 

Harry looks through Gideon's and Suzie's private things. 
He looks at the baby pictures that fill the mirror. He opens 
and reads Suzie’s old letters. In one of them, he finds a 
picture of a man standing behind a plough. “Uncle Joe 
after Ella's death” is written on the back. A picture of a 
mule holds his interest. After studying it for a long time, 
he takes it with him as he continues his search. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY 

Harry slowly walks along the rows in Suzie’s garden. He 
stands by the chicken cage. Suddenly, the chickens start 
to run about and CACKLE, as if a dog had come. 


Harry turns away from the chicken coop. He stands still. 
Sunny is hiding behind a bush. 


Sunny steps around the bush. Harry looks at Sunny with 
such concentration that Sunny takes a step backward, as 
if preparing to defend himself. 


MRS. BAKER, a black woman in her early 30s, comes 
out onto her back porch. She shakes out a rug, then 
stops and stares at Harry. 


Harry becomes aware of Mrs. Baker's stare. He comes to 
himself and smiles at her. 


INT. GIDEON'S KITCHEN - DAY 

Harry and Babe Brother are playing cards while Linda 
watches and Sunny plays by himself on the floor. In the 
sink, a newspaper holds bloody feathers. A small flame is 
under a pot on the stove. Harry looks at the chicken in 
the pot and sits back down. 


LINDA You don't act like the rest of Gideon’s friends. They 
believe if you are not hard at work, you are hard at sin. 


HARRY 0h, I'm more modern in my ways. | don’t believe 
in sin, though there is good and evil. (Beat) And evil is a 
thing you work at. 


Harry takes out a crab-apple switch knife. It has a rabbit’ 


foot attached to it. As he cleans his fingernail with the 


knife, Sunny reaches for it. 

HARRY No, you mustn't touch. Your mama might not like 
you handling knives. 

LINDA | think he wants to see your rabbit's foot. 
HARRY | let this rabbit's foot do in place of my toby that | 
lost years ago. 

LINDA What's a toby? 

HARRY You don't want to be at crossroads without one. It's 
a charm that old people teach you how to make. | had one 
for a long time that belonged to my grandmother, who had it 


ever since she was a child. (Beat) In my travels, | misplaced 
it. | have been looking over my shoulder ever since. 


LINDA | thought you weren't old-fashioned. 


HARRY [1 some things. When we were children, there used 
to be an old man that came around and would snatch your 
soul if you didn’t have something on you that made an “X." 


Harry is aware that Babe Brother is interested in the 
knife. After cleaning his last fingernail. he hands the knife 
lo Babe Brother: 

Harry looks at the cards in his hand, smiles to himself. 
HARRY Did you have your child at home? 


LINDA No. No. No. No. I had my child at Cedars and Sinai. 
And that ain't no county hospital. You have to have cash or 
check before you come in the door. 
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HARRY Some folks take that natural stuff too far. 


LINDA Junior's wife kept her afterbirth in the refrigerator. 
That's why I do not eat over there now. 


HARRY Country people got so many strange ways. 
Harry looks again at the chicken he is boiling. 
BABE BROTHER |)id you ever have to use this thing? 


HARRY That is called a crab-apple switch. It’s for those 
bad-acting monkeys and just the thing for a mean dog. Now, 
| don’t know if | actually did what I did or got my life and 
story mixed in with other folk’s stories, but | seem to recall 
that | had to use my crab-apple on a boy from back home. | 
was up in Memphis working on the railroad, like your daddy, 
who had an easy job. He would sing a song that had a 
cadence and we would lay track. Anyway, | was coming down 
Beale Street, and | heard this music coming from a saloon. 
Sure enough it was Emory. My daddy taught both of us to 
play but Emory was natural at it. Got in a blues band and 
whatnot. He and another boy had killed a boy named Hocker 
sometime back and they balled the jack leaving town. Emory 
had lost one eve and had a scar running down his face. Bad 
luck, | would say. He got to drinking that corn liquor. We 
went to his girl's room and he wouldn't stop drinking. He 
started talking about the old days and he went mad. He 
pulled his knife and I got to mine first. The lights went out. 


Linda picks up a card and looks at it. There is a naked 
woman on the back. 


BABE BROTHER (S/iai7)/))) Don't pick up the cards if 


you're not in the game. (70 Harry) Did he die? 


HARRY | don't know what happened to him. He just ran 
out into the streets. (Beat) | got some old records | want you 
to hear. | like the blues sung simply, man and a guitar. Or 
sung by a woman who had bad luck all her life. Don’t ever let 
anvone tell you his life's story if it is of a weary life full of sad- 
ness. When | was a boy, a man told me a story of how he lost 
all of his sons and I'll be damned if the same thing didn’t 
happen to me. 


Sunny is busy playing in the curtains. 


The SOUND of Gideon and Suzie entering the house makes 
them scurry to get the cards out of sight. Harry puts his 
knife away just as Suzie and Gideon enter. Linda feels a 
little embarrassed. 


LINDA How was church? 
Gideon and Suzie are surprised to see Linda. They don't 


know what to say. 


EXT. MRS. BAKER'S BACKYARD - DAY 
Rodney walks around the yard BLOWING his trumpet as 
loud as he can. The SOUND frightens Skip's birds. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BATHROOM - DAY 
Gideon is repairing the pipes under the face bowl. Harry 
is leaning against the door. 


HARRY How often is vour wife called to help delivery? 


GIDEON [1 wis slow. Now it seems like everyone is having 
births at home. 


Gideon lakes the pipe off. It has rotted. 


GIDEON (//icredulous) What could have caused this? | 
just changed this damn thing. 


HARRY Everything these days is made overseas. 
GIDEON Jou and Babe Brother hit it off so well. 


HARRY ‘Course, it’s vour business, but I feel obliged to tell 
vou that maybe you have not been fair with the boy. 


GIDEON | tried to teach him right from wrong just like | 
did Junior. 


HARRY Everyone has to follow his own plough. A man 
doesn’t have to know how to cut a wick and clean a chimney 
nowadays. City people don't give a hoot and a holler about 
the shape of the moon nowadays. You don't plant old ways . .. 
(Beat) But, at the end, vou find yourself doing what your 
father did, but vou have to have the land in you. (Beat) It’s 
when you want to give the house or farm to the kids and they 
don’t want it. You sell it to a stranger. You worked your whole 
life, for what? (Beal) | doubt if people nowadays have knowl!- 
edge of a victory garden or seen an inch worm. All what we've 
experienced has no meaning, 


GIDEON Jou re suppose to teach your children what you 
know. Junior, | don’t have to worry about. Babe Brother is a 
different story. 


HARRY You still call him “boy.” You call Babe Brother “boy” 
in front of his wife and son. 


GIDEON \iy daddy called me “boy” up to the time he died. 
| was always “boy” to him. 


HARRY ‘Course, you could be right. Your sons are alive. All 
my sons are dead. 


Ofjscreen, Rodney starts to practice on his HORN. 


INT. BABE BROTHER'S LIVING ROOM - EVENING 

Babe Brother is sitting with Sunny by the screen door, 
blowing giant bubbles. They drift past Linda, who sits at a 
table covered with real-estate documents. She is talking on 
the phone with a client and signals them to stop disturbing 
her. 


Babe Brother sends more bubbles floating by, causing 
her to shake the water off her papers while she talks to a 
first-time buyer. 
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LINDA It has three bedrooms, one and a half baths. Well, 
ves, that means two toilets and one bath. Well... Yes, by 
appointment... Call me back if you decide. 


She hangs up. 


LINDA You would think people never lived in a house if 


they have to ask, “What does one and a half baths mean?” 


BABE BROTHER \\il! you stil! get the money from your 
father? 


LINDA | told him we might not need it if you can talk your 
parents into giving you your share of the property. 


BABE BROTHER Pos put Big Daddy’s farm in Rhonda's 


and Sunny’s name and fixed it so no one can borrow on it 


LINDA We could borrow on that land and put the money to 
work. 


BABE BROTHER | preached to Mom and Dad about it 
but they are stuck in their ways. It’s like talking to a brick. 
But if there is away... 


Babe Brother is lost in his thoughts. He stares down at bis 
hands resting on his knees. He picks up the telephone. 


INT. JUNIOR'S HOUSE - DAY 

Junior is on the phone with Babe Brother. Pat, frowning, 
crosses in front of the camera, shaking her head. Babe 
Brother's voice is barely audible. 


JUNIOR You want me to mortgage my house to invest ina 
scheme of yours? You know, the last time we went into some- 
thing together, Daddy had to go into his savings to keep us 
from ending up on the street. 


BABE BROTHER (1.0. ) hy are you always alraid to get 


somewhere? 


JUNIOR This is not a good time to take chances. Your best 
friend. Robert, an accountant, lost his home and is out on 
the street. We see him from time to time. He comes down to 
church for a free meal. 


BABE BROTHER (1.0). {his is what it’s all about, trying 


to keep from being out on the street. 


JUNIOR Robert asks about you. When are you going to do 
something to help him? 


BABE BROTHER (1.0. ) Maybe | can get down there next 


week. 


Junior turns to Pat, who ts off-camera. 


JUNIOR Babe Brother always acts like a gambler who is in 
the biggest game of his life and don’t know about playing 
cards. 


EXT. RAILROAD TRACKS - HOT AFTERNOON 

Harry and Gideon are walking along a railroad track. The 
sun is blinding. The heat makes the asphalt appear to turn 
into a lake off in the distance. Gideon is exhausted. Beads 
of sweat form on his forehead; he fans himself with his 
hat. The sun and heat don't seem to affect Harry. 


HARRY | cin sit here and look at train tracks all day. We 
laid enough of them, didn't we? So many memories are 
stretched along tracks like these. 

Gideon looks down the tracks. A boul of dust stirs off in 
the distance. 


EXT. RAILROAD TRACKS - HOT AFTERNOON (EFFECT) 
The tracks begin to twist and bend. Off in the distance, 
faint images of men laying track to a song. 


EXT. RAILROAD TRACKS - HOT AFTERNOON 
Gideon is standing with his hat in his hand. His posture 
is that of an extremely old man. 


GIDEON In weather like this, you cannot walk around 


bareheaded. 
He wipes the sweat from bis hat band. 


HARRY We'll go a little farther. The walk will do us some 


good, 


INT. KITCHEN - DAY 

Suzie is peeling apples, while Sunny, standing next to 
her, catches the peelings in his mouth. Pat is sitting next 
to the window. Uncomfortable, she loosens her pants to 
give her stomach more room. Rhonda leans over the 
back of the chair with her arms around Pat's neck. They 
are in silhouette. 


PAT [id you do your homework? 

RHONDA \es. (Leal) Mama’ 

PAT \\ iat’ 

RHONDA (iin | name the baby? 

INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - HARRY’S BEDROOM - DAY 
Suzie knocks on the door. Harry comes to the door but- 
toning his shirt. 

SUZIE | have someone | want you to meet. 

HARRY [11 be right there. 

INT. GIDEON’S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - DAY 

Gideon is in the b.g. in the kitchen, washing off vegeta- 


bles. Suzie and HATTIE, an attractive woman in her 60s, 
are sitting at the table. Hattie makes a conscious effort to 


dress plainly. Harry comes in and is surprised to see her. 


HATTIE | couldn't believe it when Suzie called and said you 
were staying here. How have you been? 


HARRY Girl, do you still sing and dance? 
HATTIE No, I'm a different person now, Harry. 


Hattie has a nervous condition that causes her to squint 
from time to time. Gideon comes in from the kitchen. 


GIDEON Haven't the years been good to Hattie? 
HARRY It hasn't been the years; it’s been the men in her life. 
HATTIE Harry, that’s not nice. I'm in church now. 


HARRY Why run out and close the barn door when the horse 
is gone? | remember when you weren't saved. That was way 
back yonder when the Natchez Trace was just a dirt road. 


HATTIE Some people grow up and change their ways. 


HARRY | know your mother ain't still operating that house 
of hers. 


HATTIE My mother passed on years ago. 


EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF HOUSE - DAY 

M.C. slams the door to his car and hurries up the steps, 
leaving HERMAN, in spite of his bad condition, to get out 
of the car as best he can. The car door almost knocks 
poor Herman over. M.C. seems rather youthful because 
of his energy and awkwardness. He is a large, muscular 
man. 


Herman is a dried-up man with nothing, not even a shad- 
ow. He has a racking COUGH. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - DAY 

M.C. gives Gideon a bear hug, lifting him off his feet. On 
seeing Suzie, he drops Gideon and rushes over to lift her 
up off her feet. 


EXT. STREET - DAY 
Herman is still trying to get out of the car. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - DAY 

M.C. lifts Suzie off the ground twice. He runs over to Hat- 
tie, who, not wanting to be handled, tries to withdraw, but 
M.C. forces her to her feet and gives a big bear hug. Hattie 
has a series of squinting attacks. M.C. squints in return. 


HATTIE M.C., you still ain't housebroken. 


GIDEON Good God Almighty, if it ain't like a parade of 
people from out of the past. M.C., where did you come from? 


M.C. | live here. 


There is a TAPPING on the door. 

M.C. That's old Herman. 

HATTIE Harry, what did you do, rob the graveyard? 
Herman hobbles in and, after a minute of COUGHING, a 


smile forms on his face. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 
Suzie, Gideon and Hattie are seated at the table while 
M.C. bounces from one end of the table to the other. 
One moment he is on his knees and the next he is lean- 
ing over someone to flick his ashes into an ashtray. Hat- 
tie grimaces when he comes near her. 


Harry and Herman sit in the corner, chewing on starch. 


M.C. Hattie, do you still dance? 

HATTIE |'m in church. 

M.C. What does that got to do with it? 

HATTIE Suzie, you still have Joe’s number? 
SUZIE | will have to look for it. 

M.C. Who's Joe? 

HATTIE None of your business. 

HARRY That is a boy from home, Lulla’s brother. 
Suzie is surprised. 

SUZIE Harry, you know everything. 


HARRY You got to know everything, do everything and be 
everything. 


Gideon brings a fresh pot of coffee and tries to signal M.C. 
to stop harassing Hattie. M.C. leans over Hattie to use the 
ashtray. 


Harry is helping Herman to his feet. Herman starts to 
cough. They come over and join the rest of the crowd al 
the table. Harry seats Herman next to Gideon and pours 
him a cup of coffee, adding sugar and cream. Suzie 
comes back with Joes number and hands it to Hattie. 


HERMAN \.C., I'm worn out. You ready to go? 
M.C. If you're tired, go sit in the car. 

HERMAN Suzie, do you have any Swamp Root? 
SUZIE No, but | might have some Indian Chief Tonic. 


HATTIE | haven't heard anyone mention Swamp Root since 
button-up shoes went out. 


HARRY You can certainly tell how old you are, my dear. 


HATTIE (Angered) You know the saying, “Your heart is in 
your left hand.” 71 





72 


HARRY Now, | was trying to be nice, to make conversation, 
since we go back some. 
HATTIE | was quoting from the Bible. If the shoe fits, wear it. 


HARRY “(ut of weariness, | spoke to my own heart; to leave it 
all and to die. And I gave my heart to know madness and folly.” 


M.C. You ain't going to win playing the dozens with Harry. 
HERMAN You all ought to get along. 


HATTIE Harry, you know you remind me of so much that 
went wrong in my life. When | heard you were here, | made a 
special effort to come and see you. | see you are still a pile of 
wet chicken feathers. 


HERMAN 0h, Lord. 


HARRY \M\y sister, women can get away with so much. | 
don't have any enemies ‘cause | don’t live in the past. As 
Pushkin—yvou don't know him—said, “In the hope of glory 
and good, | look without fear ahead.” 


M.C. Harry has got your number. 


HATTIE An empty wagon makes a lot of noise and you, 
tappy head, you ain't worth the salt you put in greens. 


HARRY Speaking of tappy heads, we ought to have an old- 
fashioned fish fry. 


HERMAN | don’t have too many fish fries left. 
HARRY We can have it here next week. 

HATTIE Is this your house? 

HARRY |'m sorry. Gideon, what do you say? 

GIDEON Well, it's up to Suzie. 

SUZIE |t would be nice. 

HATTIE In the meantime, Harry can slaughter us a hog. 
HARRY | already have, my dear. 

HERMAN Please, M.C., take me home. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY 

The children of the women in Suzie’s natural birth group 
are huddled together SINGING “Ashiine Ca Chew.’ From 
the next room, the women’s voices can be heard. The 
kids get up and go out onto the porch. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - SUZIE’S WORKROOM - DAY 
Most of the women have their newborns with them and 
are engaging in talk about how their other children had 
to adjust, etc. 


A young white mother, REBECCA WILSON, with both 
her children - a 4-year-old and an infant - talks with a 
deep Southern accent. 


REBECCA WILSON No one in my family ever been to a 
hospital to give birth. My sister has four children and all were 
born at home. My mother and her mother, it just goes on and 
on. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT YARD - DAY 
A mother leaves with her baby wrapped in a blanket. The 
kids surround her, wanting to see the baby. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY 
Pat is looking at a book of baby names. Harry passes the 
door and stops. 


HARRY A woman in a family way just reminds me of spring 
and my younger days. 


PAT That's nice. 


HARRY Well, you and your husband are special. Ya, Gideon 
tells me you do volunteer work to help feed the poor. 


Pat beams at this recognition of the important work she is 
doing. 


HARRY How many people do you all feed? 
PAT Last Saturday, we handed out over two hundred meals. 


HARRY (ood God Almighty, bless your bones. (Pause) But 
the problem grows. 


PAT Week by week the crowds at the door keep getting larger. 
We can't feed all the hungry. 


HARRY 0f course not. Have you ever heard of a man jump- 
ing in the river to save five hundred drowning people? No, 
you ain't. (Pause) You have to take just one and fatten him 
up. When you spread help too thin, you . . . you just nickel- 
and-dime the situation. If you try to save all, all die, but if 
you save one life, life goes on. You just have to remember, 
medicine that works leaves a bitter taste. 


Harry looks at the baby pictures pasted over the mirror, 
then takes a photograph of bis children from his old black 
dusty wallet and compares the faces of his kids with 
those on the mirror. He is talking to himself more than to 
Pat. 


HARRY You just take one; you thaw out the cold and 
hunger in his bones from sleeping on the bare ground. 


Pat, watching him, loses herself in what he is doing. She 
responds automatically. 


PAT | don't know if we could take one in with Rhonda and 
me at home alone at times. 


HARRY 0h, | wasn't pointing my finger at you. Hey, you 
have to think of yourself. A lot of them have all kinds of dis- 
eases and will cut your throat while you sleep. There are too 
many bad people out there. 


———ael 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BACK PORCH - DAY 
Junior is taking the back door off to paint. Harry helps 
him carry the door away and lay it on a sawhorse. 


JUNIOR | appreciate you lending me a hand. That lazy-ass 
brother of mine was suppose to help me. 


HARRY Well, some folks are still waiting for their comeup- 
pance. Don't take me wrong, but you can’t judge people by 
how you act. You're a caring person. 


JUNIOR He should be caring. That's not too much to ask. 


HARRY Ya, but you can’t do the shuffle with one leg. You 
and your wife, in your spare time, work with the less fortu- 
nate. Now, I'm not talking about you and what you do, but 
some folks that always run to help the victim deep down are 
attracted to pain and suffering, and love to be near the dying. 


JUNIOR All the people working with us are really doing it 
‘cause they hate to see suffering. 


HARRY You never know what's in the heart, and just be- 
cause you can cry doesn’t make you human. 


INT. JUNIOR'S HOUSE - NIGHT 
Rhonda is in the b.g. washing dishes. Pat and Junior are 
sitting at the dining room table, arguing. 


JUNIOR We can’t really bring another family in here with 
Us. 


PAT Why not? Harry says that’s the only way to do good. 
JUNIOR When did you talk to Harry? 
PAT Don't shout! 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY 
Gideon and Sunny are in the garden digging for worms. 
The chickens are scratching the upturned earth. 


GIDEON | think we have enough. So now tell me a story. 


EXT. BALDWIN HILLS LAKE - LATE AFTERNOON 
Gideon is sitting on a rock by the lake, asleep. His image is 
reflected in the water. Sunny puts new bait on a fishing 
reel and then, with a whip of the pole, casts to the center 
of the lake. He leans against a tree and looks at his sleep- 
ing grandfather. Gideon has his pants legs rolled up. His 
socks have lost their elastic. His head is resting on his 
chest. 


Sunny approaches the water. 


GIDEON be careful of the water. 


Sunny looks back at his grandfather, who appears to be 
asleep. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
There is one fish in the bucket. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. BALDWIN HILLS LAKE - SUNSET 

WIDE ANGLE SHOT FROM HIGH ANGLE 

Gideon and Sunny are sitting next to each other. The 
lake reflects the sky: a deep red. The eerie sound of a 
long train whistle breaks the silence. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM —- MORNING 
Harry, Babe Brother and Linda come in after being out 
all night. Linda appears as though she is about to fall 
asleep standing up. She looks at Harry with a measure of 
disdain. Suzie and Gideon notice Linda fading away. 


SUZIE Are you feeling well? 

LINDA | ve never been so tired in my life. Where is Sunny? 
SUZIE He is getting his things together. Babe Brother, you 
ought to take your wife home so she can get some rest. 


BABE BROTHER [1 a minute. 


Sunny comes in carrying his neatly folded nightclothes 
and walks over to Linda. Harry, in a mild but demand- 
ing way, ushers Babe Brother out the door: 


HARRY Take your wife and child home, boy. 


Babe Brother seems all too happy to obey Harry. After 
Harry closes the door behind them, he turns to Suzie and 
Gideon with a wide smile. 


HARRY | vot 4 surprise for you tonight. 
Harry flops down on the couch and kicks his shoes off. 


HARRY ‘his old buffalo has been in the sun too long. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Suzie and Gideon are getting food ready while Harry, wear- 
ing a shirt that looks like shiny snakeskin, sits in a darkened 
corner of the room, paring his fingernails with his knife. 


The doorbell rings and Harry slowly goes to answer it. 
Suzie puts the punch bowl down and hurries over to meet 
the first guests, FRED JENKINS, an elderly black man whom 
she hasn't seen in years, and ESME, his wife. 


SUZIE Fred Jenkins. 


JENKINS Suzie, you haven't changed, and you, Gideon, if 
you don’t look like John Henry. Oh, this is my wife, Esme. My 
first wife, Lulie, died. 


More people arrive, bottlenecking the doorway. Gideon 
helps the Jenkinses to chairs. Hattie comes in with her 
brother, MARSH, who is not too pleased to see Harry. 


73 





74 


OKRA TATE, an elderly black man with dark circles under 
his eyes, comes in limping badly with an old Polaroid 
camera hanging from his neck. 


Babe Brother, Linda, Junior, Pat and Rhonda, who is 
holding Sunny’s hand, all come in together. M.C. drags 
Herman, coughing, through the door. FLIM ANDERSON 
and his son, DOUG, are followed by the twins, WILLIAM 
and LOVIRAY NORWOOD, who are in their late 70s. 


Babe Brother leaves Linda standing by herself so that he 
can stand next to Harry. 


ZENIA DENT, an elderly white woman with a strong 
Southern accent, arrives with her husband, HOWARD 
DENT. a black man, who is in a wheelchair. The twins 
and Howard are the center of attention. 


Okra comes over to Harry and whispers in his ear, then 
leaves through the front door. A moment later, he comes 
back in with a bag. Harry, Babe Brother, M.C. and Her- 
man follow Okra to the kitchen. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT 
Okra sets the bag on the table and steps back to allow 
Harry to unveil the bottle of corn liquor. 


BABE BROTHER Whiat is that? 
HARRY Boy, that is the real South. That is real corn liquor. 


Acrowd starts to gather around. 


FLIM What is in the bottle? 
M.C, It ain't Geritol. 


M.C. starts to hand out teacups while Harry pours drinks 


for everyone. 


HERMAN ‘here is a fight in every bottle. 
GIDEON You tappy heads better not tear down my house. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

An attractive Woman, in her younger days a knockout, 
puts on a record and starts to pop her fingers to the 
music as she moves toward the center of the floor, danc- 
ing by herself, inviting anyone bold enough to join her. 


A group of Men who haven't seen each other in years 
are asking questions about old friends. 


Okra is trying to get his camera to work. 


Herman, with his racking cough, follows M.C. through 
the crowd, his hand resting on M.C’s shoulder as if he 
were blind. 


An older dancing couple attracts the attention of the 
crowd. The man is wearing Stacey Adams shoes, highly 
polished. He gives such expression to his moves, it seems 


as if he and the woman are talking with their bodies. 


Junior and Pat bring in something more modern to out- 
do the older couple. 


Herman corners Hattie, trying to get her to sing. 


HATTIE Look, you better get out of my face before | slap the 
living daylights out of you. 


Harry stops the music. 


HARRY You folks excuse me, but you know we have a 
celebrity from out of the past, our own nightingale. If you 
had any good times in your life, you remember Hattie. She 
use to keep those juke joints steaming. If Ma Rainey and 
Bessie Smith were the stars, she was the sun. Let’s get Hattie 
to sing something from the old days. 


Hattie’s nervous twitch has started again. She is so mad 
that she bites her lip to keep from exploding. 


HATTIE Harry always tries to be the kingfish. I told him I'm 
a new person. I'm saved. 


Harry signals an old man, PERCY, to start playing bis 
guitar. Percy starts to play but Hattie doesnt join him. He 
looks to Harry for a sign of what to do. Hattie walks away. 


Percy starts to SING by himself, but someone puts a record 
on, interrupting him. People are back to dancing. 


A YOUNGER WOMAN is dancing vigorously with an 
OLDER MAN, forcing him to try to keep up. People nearby 
try to make bim slow down, but his pride forces him to 
risk being ridiculous. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT 
Linda sits with Sunny and Rhonda, watching TV. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - NIGHT 
The party noise has escalated. 


Gideon and Suzie have worked up a sweat attending to 
everyone's needs. 


Linda rejoins the party. She moves through the crowd 
looking for Babe Brother, and sees him standing with 
Harry. Disappointed, she doesn't approach him. 


Harry is with a group of people. Marsh tries to get 
Harry's attention. 


MARSH Harry, you will not remember me but we go back 
quite a ways. I'm glad Hattie told me that you'd be here 
‘cause there is a matter that has been troubling me all these 
years that maybe you can help me clear up. 


Harry stares into Marsh’ eyes, then looks him over from 
head to toe. 





HARRY \:in, | can't talk to vou now. I'm filling in the gaps 
with these folks. 

Harry turns bis back on Marsh. Marsh stands looking al 
Harrys profile. then turns and walks away. 

Ihe record ends. The Younger Woman and the Older Man 
wait for the next record. 

YOUNGER WOMAN Hlow do you manage to keep in 
step and move around so like one of them young boys? 
OLDER MAN Get yourself a pacemaker like me. 

Linda is standing by herself. She watches Babe Brother 
and Harry walk toward the kitchen. Pat approaches. 


PAT These old folks can dance better than | can. Get rid of 
that long face. Get one of these old farts to show you how to 
do the Black Bottom. 


Okra, holding his camera in one hand and a glass in the 
other, tries to offer Hattie a drink. 


OKRA Don't be so standoffish. 


Hattie pushes him away. The drink spills on him. She 
turns and walks away. He follows her: 


INT. GIDEON’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Marsh sits in a chair opposite Harry. Babe Brother stands 
behind Harry, who knows that Marsh is going to bring up 
unpleasant past events. 


HARRY Son, vou haven't danced with your wife all night. 


Babe Brother is reluctant to leave. but Harry gives him a 
nudge. He goes looking for Linda. 


MARSH There is something that | always wanted to know. 
Tell me, how did those boys die? 


HARRY Now who are we talking about? 

MARSH \liss Clara’s boy, Emory, to start with. The John- 
son’s Hocker was another one . . . 

HARRY Wiisn't Hocker lynched? 


MARSH You know as well as [ do that it was made to look 
like he was lvnched. Now who would hang someone from a 
persimmon tree? 


HARRY Whit difference does it make if it's persimmon, oak 
tree or huckleberry bush? 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - NIGHT 
Gideon, Babe Brother and Linda go outside. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT YARD - NIGHT 
The sounds of the party drift out from the house as 
Gideon, Linda and Babe Brother talk. 


GIDEON Zell me, how come me and Suzie have to be 
mother and father to vour child? You never take the boy to 
the park, circus or anything. If we didn’t take him to church, 
he wouldn't have any sense of religion. 


LINDA | think forcing him to go to church when he really 
doesn't understand is not saving his soul. When he gets old 
enough to make up his own mind about religion, that will be 
better. It will be his intellectual decision. 

GIDEON Js that the way your parents raised you? 


BABE BROTHER Whi, you don't want us to bring him 
over? 

GIDEON \v. it’s that when do you have time to be parents 
to him? You guys don’t pick him up until nine, ten at night. 
You are into vourselves, as the saving goes. Spend some time 
trving to be parents. Take him to the mountains, fishing. You 
ought to let him get to Know nature. 


BABE BROTHER Well, you're his grandfather. He's sup- 
posed to spend some time with you. You're supposed to show 
him those woodsy things and this and that. 


GIDEON Junior spends time with his child. 

BABE BROTHER 0))). here we go with that. 

INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - NIGHT 

Okra is trying to get enough light for his old Polaroid 
camera. M.C. takes a shade off a lamp and holds it next 
to the Twins, nearly blinding them. 

WILLIAM Hurry up and take this picture. 


FRED If it wasn't for the NRA, colored people would have 
been the lost tribe. 


FLIM Remember what they use to call the NRA? Negro 
Raggedy-ass Army. 


M.C. is still holding the naked lamp while Okra tries to 
lake pictures. 

INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT 

MARSH Hocker’s death almost caused a race riot. A lot of 
innocent people could have been hurt behind that. 


HARRY Strange as it may seem, it might have cleared the 
waters. Sometimes the right action comes from the wrong 
reason. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT YARD - NIGHT 
Gideon, Babe Brother and Linda are just standing facing 
one another. Suzie comes out on the porch. 


SUZIE Do vou want vour coat? It’s cold out here. 
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GIDEON \o., |'m too hot now. 
SUZIE You better be careful. You'll get a stroke arguing. 


GIDEON | wouldn't care if | drop dead if he learned some- 
thing from it. (Beat) Son, you make me wish | was dead. 


SUZIE Gideon, don’t say things like that. 
BABE BROTHER Whiy does he always pick on me? 


LINDA [le is just being like all parents, concerned about the 
ones they love. 

BABE BROTHER | don't need that kind of love. And | 
don't want to be reminded all the time that Big Mama's 
grandmother was born in slavery. If you really care about 
me, just tell me how | can make money. 


SUZIE Babe Brother, I'm going to take my hand and hit 
vou across your mouth. 


LINDA He doesn’t mean what he says. 


GIDEON Let's vo back in before the night of celebration 
becomes a night of me killing my son. 

SUZIE No. Before anyone moves, you two shake hands and 
don't carry it any further. 


Linda gives Babe Brother a jab with her elbow. He reaches 
his hand out to Gideon. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - NIGHT 

M.C. and Herman put the unshaded lamps next to Hattie 
so Okra can get a better picture. Percy starts to play his 
guitar. Herman stands behind Percy. 


HATTIE Don't make me say something nasty now. 


Percy starts to play an old religious number and Hattie 
starts to sing. Everything stops for a moment as her voice 


fills the room. 


Then most of the guests pick up and join in, M.C. moves 
the lamp next to Percy so Okra can take his picture. 


INT. GIDEON’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT 
Marsh and Harry's argument is increasing in volume. 
Each speaks with a barely controlled anger. 


HARRY | think if anvbody had a hand in killing Hocker, 
you ought to ask, or you should have asked, Emory and 
Chick. 

MARSH Chick was outright killed by a mob. He killed a 
white man that owed him some money, and when they 
caught up with him, they tied him behind a car and dragged 
him from out of the hills back to town. 


HARRY Those boys never did have good luck. 


MARSH You damn right they didn’t, especially Emory, my 
cousin. 


HARRY Emory had made a lot of enemies. He had a big 
mouth. 


MC. and Okra come in wanting to take pictures. Marsh 
resents the interruption. M.C. sets the naked lamp in front 
of Marsh, on the floor, almost between his legs. 


Before Okra can get his camera set to shoot. Marsh leaves. 
Harry smiles as if he has won a major victory. Herman 


Hops down in the empty chair and starts to COUGH. 


Suddenly, Suzie and Gideon burst into the kitchen, hold. 
ing up one of the twins, Loviray. They carry her to the 
chair in which Herman is seated. Herman is slow to react. 
rising slowly. Finally, they are able to seat the twin. 


HARRY What's the problem here? 


SUZIE She has a fish bone caught in her throat. Could all 
of you go in the other room? Gideon, get some bread and 
toast it quickly and find me the cod liver oil. 


The twin is holding her throat and PANTING like a fish oul 
of water. She is in obvious pain. William, her twin brother. 
is standing at the kitchen door with a frightened look on 
his face. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - MORNING 
Gideon is trying to get out of bed. He sits on the side of 
the bed and starts to cough. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - HARRY'S BEDROOM - MORNING 
Harry, his back to the camera, is sitting in a chair facing a 
wall. He is naked from the waist up. An empty plate is 
placed not too far from where he is sitting. He is cutting 
an apple. He licks the blade of his knife. 


INT. BABE BROTHER'S BEDROOM - MORNING 
Babe Brother is asleep. Linda is dressed to go to work. 
She throws his suit on the foot of the bed. 


LINDA Are you going to work or sleep all day? 


He snores louder. She opens the window and pulls back 
the covers. The cold air makes him draw up. 


LINDA (As she leaves) Remember, you promised to take 
Sunny to Magic Mountain today. 


Babe Brother slowly gets up. holding his chest as if his 
heart were bothering him. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - MORNING 
Gideon tries to put his pants on, but too weak, he sits 
back on the bed with his pants only up as far as his knees. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - MORNING 
Suzie turns off the coffee kettle. When the kettle WHIS- 
TLE dies away, the sound of Gideon's VOICE is heard 


calling Suzie for help. The tone of his voice frightens her. 
. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY 
Suzie bursts into the room, but moves very slowly to 
Gideon, who is sitting on the bed, out of breath. 


GIDEON | worn out. 

SUZIE Just stay in bed and rest. 

GIDEON | have to feed the chickens before they wake 
everybody up. 

SUZIE You stay inside. | will see to them. 

GIDEON | wil! appreciate that. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - DINING ROOM - EVENING 
Suzie and Junior are sitting at the dining room table. 
Harry, looking as if he has just gotten out of bed, drags 
himself in. 


HARRY How is everybody? 
SUZIE Volerable well. 
JUNIOR How did you sleep last night? 


There is obvious hostility in Junior’s tone of voice. Harry 
senses this but chooses to ignore it. 


HARRY Ah, you young folks don’t know how it is. How is 
Gideon today? 


SUZIE He wasn't able to get out of bed today. 
HARRY | hope that it’s nothing serious. 


SUZIE He has never gotten rid of the malaria. He's usually 
up and at it the next day. I’m going to make him fresh chick- 
en broth. 


HARRY Let me earn my keep. I'll go out and get a hen and 
have it picked and ready for the pot. Try to make him some 
cow tea next time. 


Junior stares at Harry. Harry returns Juniors stare and 
Junior finds himself embarrassed. Junior looks down al 
his pants leg and attempts to sharpen the crease in his 
pants by making a wedge with his fingers and running 
them along the crease. 


As Harry walks toward the back door, he looks back at 
Junior. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BACKYARD - EVENING 
The pigeons take to the air like an explosion. The chick- 
ens start to CACKLE and run about as Harry reaches for 


one with his cane. The SOUND of the boy next door 
practicing his trumpet adds to the bedlam. 


Suzie is standing on the steps, shouting to Harry. The 
noise of the panicked chickens and the trumpet drown 
out her voice. Not getting Harry's attention, she hurries 
down the steps. 


Harry has caught a hen that is SCREAMING its head off. 
He looks around and sees Suzie approaching him. 


SUZIE Can you watch Gideon for a while? One of the girls 
is going into labor. Junior is going to drive me over. 


HARRY You just run along. I'll fix him his soup. He'll be 
all right. 


INT. ROOM - NIGHT 

Suzie sits in a chair; another woman who will be helping 
her is lying on the floor. Both are asleep. The woman in 
labor is reading a magazine, and seems somewhat bored. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Harry opens the door and slowly walks in. Gideon is 
asleep. Harry picks up Gideon's pants from the back of 
the chair. Gideon's false teeth fall to the floor. 


INT. ROOM - NIGHT 
There is a flurry of activity; the woman is contracting. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - MORNING 

The untouched chicken broth sits on the nightstand. 
Gideon is TALKING in his sleep. Morning light filters 
through the window shade. The room takes on a brown- 
ish tint. Gideon has dark rings under his eyes and looks 
as if he has aged considerably. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - HARRY'S BEDROOM - MORNING 
Harry is reading the Bible, running his finger over the 
words. After reading a passage, he stares for a long 
moment at the empty plate on the floor. He claps the Bible 
shut, causing a loud NOISE to ECHO through the house. 


EXT. FRONT OF GIDEON'S HOUSE - MORNING 
Suzie is walking slowly up the steps. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - MORNING 
Suzie raises the window shade, then looks over at Gideon. 


SUZIE (Shocked at his condition) Oh my Lord! 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY 

The room is crowded with people. Harry is leaning 
against the door. Suzie puts Gideon's shirt on him and 
slips his feet into his house shoes. Then she directs 
Babe Brother and Junior to hold him up while she tucks 
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in the shirt and puts on his suspenders. 


It takes almost everyone to hoist Gideon. Linda and Pat 
push the bed and nightstand out of the way as Babe 
Brother and Junior struggle to lift Gideon. They almost 
stumble at the door as they take him out. Harry is left 
standing in the room alone. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY 

Harry, Okra and Herman are trying to catch another 
chicken. Herman is COUGHING badly and Okra is out of 
breath. 


OKRA You think old Gideon is going to live to see this 
month out? 


HARRY When | came upon the valley of bones, the serpent 
said, “Make this your home. Dry as my soul be, heaven is lost 
to thee.” We all got to make way. 


Harry catches the rooster, then puts its face to the ground 
and draus a straight line through the dirt with his finger. 
Then he lets the rooster go, but it stays in the same posi- 
lion, unable to move. 


HARRY A chicken hates to see the preacher coming to dinner. 


Herman hands Harry the ax. Harry is poised over the 
chicken with the ax, appreciating the moment. As he raises 
the ax, the SOUND of Rodney starting to practice his trum- 
pet brings the rooster out of the trance. 


Before Harry can react, the rooster leaps away. 


OKRA Herman, you will have to catch the next one ‘cause 
I'm out of breath. 


HERMAN If | have to chase after one, we won't eat. 


A sack drops over the fence. Okra limps over to see what is 
in the bag. He uses a stick to open it. He doesn't like what 
he sees and throws the bag back over the fence. 


INT. VETERAN'S HOSPITAL WARD - DAY 

Suzie, Junior and Pat are standing around Gideon's bed. 
He is in a room filled with old veterans who are apparent- 
ly nearing the end. 


Two of them, one white and the other black, both wear- 
ing medals, sit opposite each other, staring silently into 
each other's eyes. A nurse empties an old man’s urine 
bag. The old man doesn't show any embarrassment 
about his predicament. Gideon observes how the 
patients are being treated. 


GIDEON | don't want to stay here. (Beat) Where is Babe 
Brother? 


INT. HERMAN’S ONE-ROOM HOUSE - DAY 


M.C. is sitting on the bed reading the job section of the 
paper. Herman is putting Vicks Vapo-Rub in a bowl of 
boiling water. He covers his head over the bowl with a 
towel. Okra is sitting at the table examining his gun. He 
points it at the floor, seeing if the sight is straight. 


Harry is sitting at the table with Babe Brother, showing 
him how to cheat at cards. 


HARRY Never play with someone else’s cards. You always 
get a new deck. Look at this card. See anything? 


BABE BROTHER 11's just a regular card. 


HARRY Son, | can take everything you got with that deck. It 
is marked. Now I'm going to show you how to make some 
money in case you get stuck somewhere. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - NIGHT 

A moth flies around the light, casting a floating shadow. 
Suzie turns out the kitchen light, then the dining room 
light. She goes to her room and closes the door, leaving 
the front room dark. A car headlight passing outside 
casts a pattern that moves along the wall. 


The light reveals Harry standing in the hall doorway. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - DAY 
Gideon is being helped up the steps by his sons. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - DAY 

Suzie is holding the door open while Gideon is carried in 
by Junior and Babe Brother. Gideon is led to a chair. He 
still looks awful. 


BABE BROTHER Doesn't he look a whole lot better? 


SUZIE Well, you look better than you did yesterday. 


GIDEON Next time, | don’t care how sick I'll be, don’t take 
me back to the Veterans’ Hospital. 


Harry comes out of the bathroom, having just taken a bath. 
He seems delighted to see Gideon again. 


HARRY Boy, | thought you were about to cross the river. 
GIDEON | tell you, | feel like a ghost. 
Harry signals to Babe Brother. 


HARRY Son, would you do me a favor and see if you could 
turn off that tap in the bathroom? My hand is too weak. And 
would you do me another favor? I don’t like asking this, but 
would you clean the tub for me? I have trouble bending over. 


BABE BROTHER Anytime you need someone to do some- 
thing for you, just let me know. 


Harry flops down on the couch. Suzie sets a cup of coffee 
on the table for Gideon. Harry looks up from sharpening 








his knife on a sharpening stone. He spits on it. 
HARRY That smells like fresh coffee. 

SUZIE Let me get you a cup. 

HARRY Only if you can spare it. 


Junior stands over Harry's shoulder, watching him sharp- 
en his knife. Harry feels uncomfortable with Junior stand- 
ing behind him. He looks up at him. 


HARRY Son, would you get me an old piece of newspaper? 
Suzie sels a cup of coffee in front of Harry. 
HARRY Lord, if you ain't an angel. 


Junior hands Harry the newspaper. Harry puts the paper 
under his foot and proceeds to trim his toenails. He is 
aware of Junior standing over him. 


HARRY | will leave you something in my will. 
INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BATHROOM - DAY 


Junior looks in, but Babe Brother is too busy cleaning the 
bathtub to notice. 


BABE BROTHER (Covplaining fo himself) What in the 
hell... 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - DAY 

Gideon and Suzie are in silhouette against the window. 
The SOUND of the boy trying to play his horn next door 
startles Gideon. Gideon turns to look out the window 
toward Mrs. Baker's house. 

GIDEON It’s good to be able to hear that. 

SUZIE You must have been really sick. 

GIDEON How is the garden doing? 

SUZIE | need to get out there and get those weeds out. 


GIDEON How is that hen doing? | was meaning to pip her 
before I fell sick. 


He takes a deep breath and blows it out. 


GIDEON I'm going to lie down. Take my hand and help 
me up, lest I fall. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY 
Suzie helps Gideon undress. Gideon loses his balance 
but catches himself on the side of the bed. 


GIDEON 0h, | couldn't have lasted another day in that 
hospital. You get weary being in the old soldiers’ home, old 
soldiers and war stories. They wait to tell you their last story; 
the next morning the nurse pulls a sheet over their face. 


INT. JUNIOR'S HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT 
Junior is putting up a new light fixture. Pat hands him a 
tool. Rhonda is washing dishes in the b.g. 


PAT He just leeches off your parents. He is a master at wear- 
ing out welcome. 


JUNIOR Harry is the kind of guy you would love to take out 
in the woods and leave under a rock. 


PAT Where does he get the power to summon all his old 
raffish friends? They all smell of mothballs. 


Junior slips on the ladder and the wires touch. There is a 


big spark. All the lights in the house go out. 


INT. BABE BROTHER'S KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Linda is standing over the stove, sweating as she stirs a pot 
of boiling soup. Babe Brother and Harry are seated at the 
table playing cards. Sunny is on the floor near his mother. 
Every time she moves, he follows her. Harry notices Sunny 
has his shoes on the wrong foot and says sarcastically: 


HARRY How old is that boy? 
Babe Brother looks at Sunny ’s shoes. 
BABE BROTHER Linda, how come you don't see that 


Sunny puts his shoes on right? 
LINDA Why intheh... 


Close to tears, she turns and. with exaggerated care, puts 
the spoon down and gently places Sunny in a chair. She 
starts to untie his shoes. Sunny stares at her as she keeps 
wiping ber eyes. 


HARRY Let's give Dry Bones a call to see if he is coming or 
not. Okra likes to exaggerate, keep you waiting all night. 


Harry slowly gets to his feet and goes into the other room 
to use the phone. Linda watches him go. She is deep in 
thought. 


Babe Brother, attempting to cut the roast before it is 
ready, is pushed aside by Linda, who is almost out of con- 
frol with rage. 


LINDA Why don't you wait? 


Babe Brother, attempting to forcibly cut a piece of roast. 
shoves Linda’s arm away. His hand accidentally hits her 
in the eve. 


Linda grabs a fork, poised to strike, but gains control of 


herself. She looks like a person on the verge of a break- 
down. She goes back to putting the shoes on Sunny. 


Babe Brother, feeling guilty, doesn't know what to do. He 
automatically picks up the fork and washes it off. Linda 
picks up Sunny. 
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INT. BABE BROTHER'S HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT 
Linda is standing at the door, with a red eye, welcoming 
Harry’s friends - a long line of sickly people. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. BABE BROTHER'S HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT 
Linda is busy serving everyone, running in and out of the 
kitchen bringing more food, removing used plates, etc. 
Linda's eye is swollen and discolored. The guests look at 
her eye and then cast naughty-boy glances at Babe Brother. 


Linda stops serving as she spots an elderly man bending 
one of her spoons. She catches another man putting a 
fork in his pocket and an elderly woman putting a ciga- 
rette out in one of her plates. 


As she is about to confront the man who pocketed her 
fork, a peal of LAUGHTER forces her to turn around, 
only to witness a woman knocking over with her elbow a 
glass filled with a green liquid. The stain spreads across 
the tablecloth in an even manner, like a single wave. She 
watches it move from one end of the table to the other. 


Harry is seated in the middle of the table. The composi- 
tion hints at The Last Supper. 


INT. BABE BROTHER'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT 
Linda is reading a Brer Rabbit story to Sunny, who has 
his coffee can of marbles emptied on the bed. The 
NOISE from the party can be clearly heard. Every time 
she hears something CRASHING to the floor, she flinch- 
es. Babe Brother comes in and stands in the doorway. 


BABE BROTHER (he/erring fo her swollen eve) You okay? 
LINDA |’ okay. Go back to vour friends. 


Babe Brother closes the door and leaves Linda reading the 
story lo Sunny. She stops reading to look at him playing 
marbles on the bed. She smiles. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - DAY 
Five weighty women, dressed in church robes, and the 
Preacher walk up Gideon's steps. 


Suzie invites the church members in. 


PREACHER Sister, we've come to see how you were doing. 
We came to ask if we could pray over Gideon. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY 

Gideon is asleep. The church members gather around 
his bed. The Preacher puts his hand on the foot of the 
bed and discovers something under the covers. Suzie 
looks at him sheepishly and then lifts the covers at the 
foot of the bed. Gideon's feet are resting on dead leaves. 


SUZIE | put some Plummer Christian Leaves under his feet 
to draw the fever out. 


PREACHER Whiat else have you been giving him? 


SUZIE | crossed his stomach with cold oil and gave him 
some Cow tea. 


PREACHER Suzie, | would think you would depend on 
prayer rather than these old-fashioned remedies. Let us read 
from the Bible. 


Ihe Preacher opens his Bible and reads silently. The choir 
HUMS and begins to sway. Gideon’s SNORING is very 
competitive. The choir becomes louder. Gideon starts to 
TALK in his sleep. Suzie is alarmed. 


CLOSE-UP - GIDEON'S EAR 
The SOUND of a train whistle is heard. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. PHOTO STUDIO, 1930 - DAY (DREAM EFX) 

A woman steps upon the stage, which has different 
backdrops. She is the same woman in the photo that 
Gideon has hanging in one of the kid’s rooms. 


PHOTOGRAPHER /0).5.) What scene would you like in 
the background? 


WOMAN Something pleasant. 

PHOTOGRAPHER /().5.) We have plantations. 

The woman shakes her head. 

PHOTOGRAPHER /0).5.) Natchez, cotton fields, Harlem, 


sunflowers, the Mississippi River. 
WOMAN Put the river behind me. 


A large picture of the Mississippi appears behind the 
woman. It changes from a painted backdrop to a moving 
picture. There is a storm developing off in the distance. 
The SOUND of thunder ts heard. The picture in the back- 
ground then changes to a boy on a mule. 


EXT. WET DIRT ROAD - DAY (RAINING) (DREAM EFX) 
The boy on the gray mule doesn’t have a shirt on. A light 
mist-like rain covers him. Gideon walks along the picket 
fence toward the boy on the mule. 


Ahead of Gideon seems to be a puddle, but as he 
approaches, he discovers that it is an abyss. The boy and 
the mule on the other side fade away. Everything FADES 
TO BLACK. 


INT. GIDEON'S BEDROOM - DAY 

The Preacher turns a page in the Bible. Gideon has his 
mouth open, like a fish trying to get air. The choir contin- 
ues to SING. The Preacher gets down on his knees and 


holds Gideon's hand; he bows his head. The choir stops 
singing. The Bessie Smith recording of “Muddy Water” is 
coming from somewhere in the house. The Preacher 
looks around. Suzie is puzzled. She goes to find the 
source of the music. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - HARRY’S BEDROOM - DAY 
Suzie knocks on the door. No answer. She peeps in. The 
room is empty. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM 
The Preacher and the choir all have their hands on 
Gideon. Suzie enters. 


SUZIE | don't know where that music is coming from. 


INT. JUNIOR'S HOUSE - DAY 

Junior and Pat are helping Linda carry her baggage inside 
as Sunny reluctantly follows. It is obvious that Linda has 
left Babe Brother. 


SUNNY | want my daddy. 


JUNIOR Boy, hush that noise and get in this house. Make 
haste. 


SUNNY | want my daddy; | told you. 
JUNIOR Rhonda, drag him in here. If you be nice, I'll take 


you to Disneyland. 
Pat, Linda and Junior put the suitcases down. 
PAT Now you don’t have to say anything if you don’t want to. 


JUNIOR | want to hear what happened. My brother is a 
jackass and a damn fool. The both of you have been as scarce 
as hen’s teeth. 


Linda looks down, embarrassed. 


PAT Rhonda, take Sunny in the backyard. Take a bowl so 
you can pick some strawberries. Sunny will enjoy it. 
Rhonda and Sunny leave. Pat turns on Junior. 


PAT You shouldn't talk about the boy’s father in front of 
him. This is family business and we have to pull together. 


JUNIOR Whether the boy hears it or not, the man is still a 
jackass. Everyone should have some mother wit. 


LINDA Something just took control of him. He stays out all 
night and comes home with a pocketful of money. 


PAT It's probably Harry, but I hate to mention his name, 
because every time we say something about him something 
bad happens. 


EXT. BACKYARD - DAY 
Rhonda and Sunny are looking under a strawberry plant. 


Sunny has strawberry stains around his mouth and on his 
shirt. Rhonda is putting her strawberries in a bowl. After 
filling up the bowl, they lay on the grass, eating strawber- 
ries while looking up at the clouds slowly drifting by. 


EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY 
Babe Brother is driving along a country road while Harry, 
sitting in the front seat next to him, yawns. 


HARRY Let's walk awhile. | grow weary when I sit still too 
long. 


Babe Brother's car stops in an orchard-like area. 


EXT. ORCHARD - DAY 

Babe Brother and Harry get out of the car. They walk on 
a path that takes them under low-hanging tree limbs. It 
gets darker as they go deeper into the orchard. Babe 
Brother finds the going rough and loses his footing. 


HARRY Give me your arm lest you fall. 


Harry has to help him stay on his feet. Babe Brother finds 
it necessary to take Harry's arm. Babe Brother stops and 
Harry walks a few more steps ahead and waits for Babe 
Brother. Just ahead, sitting on a branch, is a huge white 
oul camouflaged by tree branches. 


BABE BROTHER | could swear | heard my son call me. 


HARRY You probably heard the wind stirring up those dead 
leaves over there. 


BABE BROTHER | heard his voice as clear as day. | better 
get back. Maybe something is wrong. 


Babe Brother turns and starts hurrying back before 
Harry can object. He walks slowly after Babe Brother, who 
is doubling the distance between himself and Harry as he 
runs through the orchard to his car. Harry stops and looks 
around. 


INT. JUNIOR'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - DAY 
Pat, Linda and Junior are seated at the table. The suitcases 
are in the middle of the floor. 


LINDA | told Babe Brother that if Harry sets foot in our 
house again, I'm taking Sunny and leaving. Just as | said 
that, here come Harry and his old resurrected friends, hob- 
bling up the steps. 


JUNIOR |s that how you got that black eye? 
PAT Don’t ask that. 

LINDA No, this was an accident. 

JUNIOR Sure. 

LINDA It was unintentional. 











JUNIOR Babe Brother reminds me of the story of the man 
who wanted to be sizable. He wanted to be tall but what he 
was really short on was brains. There was a time when people 
who had moon fever were treated with leeches. 


The phone rings and Junior goes to answer tt. Linda's and 
Pat's attention is focused on the call. Junior hands the 
phone to Linda. 


JUNIOR [1's that nut of yours. 


Linda hesitates, but Pat takes the receiver from Junior 
and puts it in her hand. 


LINDA What do you want? (Beat) No. Nothing happened to 
him. 


Sunny and Rhonda enter. Linda turns to look at them. 
Sunny’s hands and face are bloodred from the strawber- 
ries, Alarmed, she puts the receiver down to examine bis 
face. Pat brings Linda a wet towel. 


INT. THE BAKERS’ GARAGE - NIGHT 

MR. BAKER, a well-built black man in his late 40s, is con- 
centrating on making a new fishing pole. Mrs. Baker is 
standing beside him, her arms folded, staring at him. Mr. 
Baker glances at her. 

MR. BAKER Whiat are you doing? 

MRS. BAKER Counting the gray hairs in your head. 


MR. BAKER Counting the what? What does that have to do 
with the price of butter? 


MRS. BAKER | was just trying to make conversation. 
MR. BAKER Where is Skip? 

MRS. BAKER He is in his pigeon cage. 

MR. BAKER I'm sorry he got those birds. 

MRS. BAKER You know the man next door is near death. 


Mr. Baker doesn't answer, He pauses for a moment of 


thought. Mrs. Baker sees that she is not going lo gel a 
response. She picks up an eyelet and Mr. Baker looks at 
her as if to say, “Keep your hands off.” She gets the mes- 
sage and lays the eyelet back on the workbench. 


MRS. BAKER He must have gotten rid of those chickens. 
You don’t hear them crowing anymore . . . | kind of miss it 
now. 


Mr. Baker admires his pole. He looks very closely at the 
details of bis work. 


Rodney comes in, polishing his horn. Mr. Baker's expres- 
sion changes as he regards Rodney out of the corner of his 
eve. Mrs. Baker gives Rodney a pat on the head. Rodney 
puts the trumpet to his mouth. 


MR. BAKER Don't blow that thing in here. You blow that 
thing when I'm at work. 


EXT. STREET - DAY 

There is a man lying on a bus bench with his belongings. 
A spotted dog is standing guard next to the bench. The 
dog's reflection is caught in a puddle of water. The dog 
has circles and sixes painted over his body. 


Old John taps on the bench with his pipe. The man lying 
on the bench stirs and gives Old John a wave to indicate 
that he is all right. Old John slowly gets his cart moving 


again. 


EXT. JUNIOR'S HOUSE - DAY 
Babe Brother drives around the block past Junior's 
house. 


INT. JUNIOR'S HOUSE - DAY 
Junior is at the window, looking out. 


JUNIOR Why doesn’t he just park his car and come in and 
apologize? 


EXT. JUNIOR'S HOUSE - DAY 
Babe Brother sits inside his car with the windows up, 
staring at Junior, who is outside the car and getting angry. 


JUNIOR Roll down the window and let me talk to you. 


Babe Brother just stares at him. Junior gets violent and 
starts shaking the car. 


Pat calls from the doorway. 


PAT Stop it, Junior! 


INT. PREGNANT WOMAN'S ROOM - DAY 
A woman is in a squatting position. Suzie and her aide 
are holding the woman by the arms. 


EXT. JUNIOR'S HOUSE - DAY 

Rhonda is painting her fingernails. Sunny watches her. 
She looks around to see if any adult is watching. She 
tries to talk Sunny into letting her paint his nails. He 
refuses, but she tries to pull his hand toward her. He 
fights his way free and stands up, kicking over the bottle 
of nail polish. 


RHONDA Maia, come see what Sunny did. 


INT. GIDEON’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Suzie is sitting in a chair; her head is bent forward. 
Gideon is TALKING in his sleep. She awakes and nods 
off again. Harry sticks his head in. 


HARRY How is he doing? 








SUZIE As long as he keeps his throat clear, he’s able to get 
some rest. 


HARRY | made « fresh pot of coffee. Okra and | thought you 
need a rest. I'll stand guard. Okra wants to talk to you anyway. 
Harry helps Suzie to her feel. 
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OKRA | brought you these greens and some salt meat. 


SUZIE That is very thoughtful of you. I haven't had time to 
tend to my garden like | should. 


Suzie takes the greens and puts them on the counter. She 
squeezes Okra’s hand as a thank-you. She pours him a 
cup of coffee. Okra eases down into the chair. He crosses 
his legs and starts massaging his feet. 


Suzie gels herself a cup of coffee and sits opposite him. She 
stretches and tries to hold back a yawn. Okra looks at her 
in a slightly desirous way. 


OKRA You know, Gideon and | are lodge brothers, and it 
has always been a policy to take care of the wives if some- 
thing happens to our brother. 


SUZIE You «re very sweet, but Gideon has already taken 
care of everything in case something happens to him. He has 
a policy. 


OKRA If you become a widow, you will need someone 
around to fix the whatnots. We like for the widow to marry 
someone in the lodge. | know Gideon ain't gone yet, but there 
will be a lot of his old friends coming around to get in line. | 
just want you to consider this as a kind of a conditional pro- 
posal, to be first in line, so to speak. 


Suzie keeps herself under control: she tries to summon 
words. She stands up. 


SUZIE [:xcuse me. | have to go feed my dog. 


She turns out the flame under the coffeepot and exits 


through the back door. 


Okra unties his shoes and massages his feet. 
INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - HARRY'S BEDROOM 

Harry is sitting by the bed, just visible through the win 
dow. He seems restless. 


EXT. GIDEON’S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY 
There is only one hen left in the coop. The garden is fu 
of weeds. The sunflowers are bent from the force of the 


ean bag is thrown over the fence. 





The shadows of pigeons flying overhead race along the 
ground. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY 

Two shadows on the wall face each other, cast from the 
heads of Suzie and Hattie. 


HATTIE You know, Harry lied about how that boy Hocker got 
kilt. And it was Harry who saw Emory last before they found 
him hanging over a levee like someone would hang a hog. 


SUZIE | remember Harry always trying to help someone. He 
got Lulla’s daughter out of trouble. He was always running to 
the store for someone who couldn't leave the house. 


HATTIE Harry always shows his good side and, like the 
moon, the other side is black. Back home, he always did try to 
act like the colored gentleman. I’m telling you Harry is noth- 
ing but evil. I'm warning you—you can’t keep a wild animal 
as a pet around children. 


INT. GIDEON’S HOUSE - HARRY’S ROOM - DAY 

Harry holds a plate of food in his hand. He stands facing 
the mirror, staring at himself while he eats. He opens the 
door to leave, but Sunny is in the hallway with his back 
turned to Harry, sweeping. Harry stares at Sunny and 
decides to go back in his room. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY 


SUZIE You know, Okra asked me to marry him the other 
evening. 


HATTIE Hush your mouth, girl. No, he didn’t. He cannot be 
that big of a damn fool. 


SUZIE | asked Harry about it. He didn’t own up to it. He 
said he didn't know what got into Okra. 


HATTIE He's just raffish. Harry put him up to it. Before 
evening sun sets, | would have his belongings back on Route 
55, that old fox. 


SUZIE | can't accuse him just dry long so. 


HATTIE Everybody who have been associated with Harry 
end up with pennies over their eyes. 


SUZIE What must | do? 


HATTIE If it was left up to me, | would poison him. 


IN GIDEON '§ HOUSE - HALLWAY ~ DAY 
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Harry comes in and Hattie and Suzie stop talking. Harry 
is aware that he was the subject of conversation. The 
SOUND of the boy next door playing his horn is heard. 


HARRY (Good afternoon, ladies. 
SUZIE Good afternoon to you. 


Harry waits for Hattie to respond but it is obvious that she 
isn't about lo. 


HATTIE |'m going to check on Gideon. 

Harry moves out of her way to let her go by. She doesnt 
even give him a glance. Harry continues to look at her as 
she disappears into Gideon's room. 


HARRY As God is my witness, | have never done anything to 
that woman. 


SUZIE You must have done something to her. 
HARRY Since she has repented, all she does is throw stones. 
SUZIE Hattie is a different person now. 


HARRY | don't make no bones about where I'm going to 
spend eternity. | have always been wild and you know that. If 
you are made to feel half a man, what do you think the other 
half is? 


SUZIE I'm glad you brought that up as to who you are. | 
have to know who is in my house. 


HARRY You invited me. 
SUZIE Only if you are a good man, a friend. Are you a friend? 
Harry takes his time in looking for an answer. 


HARRY Like that boy next door playing his horn. If he was 
a friend, he would stop irritating people, but if he stops prac- 
ticing, he wouldn't be perfect in what he does someday. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - HARRY'S BEDROOM - DAY 
Hattie enters Harry's room and starts going through his 
things. She picks up one of his letters and begins read- 
ing it as she walks over to the window. On the way, she 
steps on the plate, cracking it. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY 


SUZIE | want you to leave. 


Harry looks sad and suddenly a lot older, as if what she 
said has taken away some of bis life. 


HARRY Okra, M.C. and Herman want to go back home with 
me. (Beat) Suzie, I'm not a bad fellow; I just like to have a 
good time. (Beat) M.C. is coming by to pick me up tonight. 
I'll come back to get my things. Well, | hope Gideon recovers. 
You know, I have an extra picture of one of my sons that | 


would like for you to put with those baby pictures over your 
dresser, It’s better than being in my dusty wallet with address- 
es and names of people who are no longer on this earth. 


Suzie takes the picture. It seems as if she has doubts about 
having asked Harry to leave. 


HARRY |'|I say my so-longs to Gideon betore | leave and | 
truly wish that he will get well. 


Suzie continues to look at the picture. 


INT. GIDEON’S HOUSE - HARRY’S BEDROOM - DAY 

Hattie is reading Harry's letters when he appears behind 
her. Hattie turns, but is neither surprised nor concerned. 
She hands him back his letters, looks at him for a 
moment and goes. Harry looks down at the cracked dish. 


INT. HERMAN’S HOUSE - EVENING (RAIN) 

M.C. and Herman are packing. Okra is all dressed up 
with a pair of Stacey Adams shoes that make his feet 
look exaggeratedly long. Babe Brother and Harry are sit- 
ting at a table playing blackjack. Okra picks up one thing 
at a time, which makes the packing much slower. There 
is a stack of old dusty 78 records; Okra, trying to step 
over them, upsets a box of mothballs that roll across the 
floor. He steps over boxes of toilet paper. 


OKRA Why did you buy so much toilet paper? 

M.C. | got that on the job when I was a janitor. They didn't 
pay me. 

Harry picks up an old cigar box that falls open. Dice. 
shotgun shells, some spent .38 slugs and an old rusty 
knife (another crab-apple switch) land on the floor. Harry 
picks up the knife. 

HARRY Whose old piece of knife is this? 

HERMAN Jhiat was my brother's knife. 

Harry gives the knife to Babe Brother and signals him to 
put it in his pocket. 

Ihe SOUND of the thunder has an unreal violence to it. 


HARRY | don’t want to wear out welcome, but you can stay 
in someone's heart longer than you can stay in their house. 
Come with us, boy. We are going to have a good time. 


BABE BROTHER his would be a bad time for me to leave. 


HARRY We are going where the action is. Ain't that right, 
Okra? (7hen back to Babe Brother) let's play tor a couple of 
bucks unless you want to start off with two bits and work our 
way up. (Beat) What would you give to be rich? 


Babe Brother humps his shoulder, looks at his hand. 


BABE BROTHER Had Moms and Pops given me my share 


of what was mine, I could have been rich by now. Linda and | 
had it all worked out. 


Harry wins the first hand. 


HARRY | know your mind is on your wife, but you should 
never treat a woman as an equal. You want to get your wife 
back, get another woman, one of those big-hipped women 
that will ride you till you sweat. 


Harry wins another hand. M.C. and Okra are still pack- 
ing, while Herman is eating Argo Starch. 


HARRY Double the stakes? 


Babe Brother agrees but his thoughts are obviously some- 
where else. Harry studies his hand and looks at Babe 
Brother; he puts it down. Babe Brother wins and is quite 
pleased. The next series of hands are won by Babe Brother. 





HARRY M.C., you ever heard of a real man having one 
woman? 


M.C. No, Lord! 


HARRY When one woman puts you out, you have another 
to take you in. You don’t drive around without a spare tire, do 
you? The more mules you have hitched, the easier it is to 
plough. 


Harry loses another hand and Babe Brother suddenly has 
a pile of money. 


HARRY Herman, let me borrow a few bucks. 


Herman stands over him with a roll of bills and peels off 


several. 
HARRY Bless you. Bless you. 


Herman is standing behind Babe Brother, SINGING to 
himself. 


HERMAN In the ground, there is a hole and green grass 
growing around the hole. Now in the hole, there is a tree and 
green grass growing all around the tree. Now there is a hole 
in the ground, a tree in the hole and green grass growing 
around the hole. 


HARRY Let me share something with you. 
Harry stops and thinks for a while. 


HARRY Hattie is a snake. That woman broke up so many 
homes and caused a lot of misery and, because she calls her- 
self getting religion, everything is put right. 


Okra is taking several shotguns out of the closet. 
OKRA These damn things are unloaded, ain't they? 


HARRY It's important to know the difference between the 
incoming fire and the outgoing fire. As Amos and Andy might 


say, “We is the outgoing fire.” Come with us, son. We'll show 


you some steaming-hot juke joints, steaming-hot women. 
M.C. A potful of chitlins and a good time. 
BABE BROTHER |t me go by the house first. 


HARRY We'll wait for you as long as we can. I got to get my 
things from your mother’s house. 


Babe Brother hurries out. M.C., Herman and Okra flop 
down in chairs and on the bed and look at their watches. 


Harry sits at the table tapping out a rhythm on the table- 
lop and WHISTLING very softly to himself. Suddenly, Harry 
sees that Babe Brother left the pile of money on the table. A 
look of concern comes over his face. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - NIGHT (RAIN) 

It is raining hard. Babe Brother gets out of the car. Run- 
ning to get out of the rain, he slips and falls; he tries to 
get up but slips and falls again. He lifts himself up and 
mounts the steps slowly, as if he doesn’t care whether 
he gets wet or not. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - NIGHT (RAIN) 
Suzie helps him to take his wet coat off. She goes into 
the kitchen, puts his coat in front of the stove. The knife 
falls out. She picks it up and looks at it as if she would 
throw it away, but Babe Brother takes it. 


BABE BROTHER | need to get my suitcase out of the 
garage. 


SUZIE What for? 

BABE BROTHER [in going back home with Harry. 
SUZIE | 've heard some foolish things in my life. . . 
BABE BROTHER Harry is coming to pick me up. 


SUZIE Have you lost your mind? Have you thought about 
your wife and child, not to mention your sick father? And I need 
your help to move his bed from under the leak in the ceiling. 


BABE BROTHER | in busy. 


SUZIE Don't make me raise my hand to you. You have to 
see for yourself that you are going in the wrong direction. 


BABE BROTHER (Can't | be myself without you jumping in 
with your right and wrong? The world is not black and white. 
Show me one perfect person. If you can't, don’t ask me to be. 


SUZIE | do have a right to ask you to be a little bit better 
than me and your father because we gave you a better head 
start. You have no right to complain to us about your not 
having enough. (Force/ully) You sit right there with your 
no-manners self. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - NIGHT (RAIN) 
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Junior is carrying a roll of roofing paper. Pat, Rhonda, 
Linda and Sunny run to the porch to get out of the rain. 
Junior stacks the roofing paper in the corner of the 
porch and stamps the mud off his shoes. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT (RAIN) 
Junior, Pat, Linda and Rhonda come in to help Suzie 
move the bed from under the rain dripping through the 
hole in the ceiling. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT (RAIN) 
Sunny stands in the doorway watching his father sharp- 
en the knife he got from Harry on a sharpening stone. 
Babe Brother is unaware that his son is watching him. 


INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT (RAIN) 


JUNIOR Where is Babe Brother? 
SUZIE Brother is in the kitchen. 
JUNIOR How come you didn’t ask Babe Brother to help you? 


SUZIE He said he was busy. He is mad ‘cause he wanted to 
get in the garage to get his things so he could go with Harry. 


Linda has a surprised look on her face. 


JUNIOR So he’s busy? 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT (RAIN) 
Babe Brother is preoccupied with sharpening his knife. 
He is almost in a trance. Junior comes in, angry. Sunny 
goes and sits in the shadows in the dining room. 


JUNIOR Why in the hell didn’t you help Mama? 
BABE BROTHER | told her | would if she would give me 


time. 


JUNIOR | bet you if your master would have told you to fix 
the hole in the roof, you would have rebuilt the whole damn 
house. 


BABE BROTHER Jou always got the best of it around 
here and when Dad always talks about “my son,” it’s always 
you, so you fix the roof. 


JUNIOR That is a damn lie and you know it. Every time 
Father asks you to do something, you either half-ass do it or 
run off and hide. Mama asked you to turn the dirt in her gar- 
den and you told her, with your smart-ass self, that you 
weren't a farmer; get Junior to do it. Every time someone asks 
you to do something, you always say, tell Junior to do it. Boy, 
you ought to grow up. 


BABE BROTHER | told you about calling me “boy.” | 
ain't no boy. See, you and Dad got a bad habit of calling me 
“boy.” You call me “boy” in front of my wife. You think I'm 


going to fix the roof? I hope the wind blows the whole damn 
thing off and it pours down rain. 


JUNIOR | ought to break your damn neck. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT (RAIN) 
Sunny is sitting in a chair listening to his father and uncle 
argue in the kitchen. A car outside passes and the lights 
from the car form a crochetlike moving pattern on the 
wall behind him. Sunny is only lit for a moment. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT (RAIN) 
Babe Brother starts gathering up his things to leave. 


BABE BROTHER | in leaving and don't even call me 
when the shoe falls ‘cause all he did for me was to try and 
run my life. I'm tired of people saying, “Babe Brother this, 
Babe Brother that.” What's my name? 


JUNIOR You dumb ass, it’s Babe Brother. 
BABE BROTHER \\y name is Sam. Samuel. 


Babe Brother attempts to get up but Junior pushes him 
down. 


JUNIOR Sit down! 


Babe Brother hits Junior on the jaw, driving him back- 
ward, causing the overhead lamp to sway violently. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT (RAIN) 
Suzie, Pat and Linda hear the noise coming from the 
kitchen and rush out to see what is going on. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - (RAIN) 

Junior is on top of Babe Brother, who is stretched out on 
the table. Both are trying to reach the knife. Junior grabs 
it first and Babe Brother flips over to defend himself. 
Babe Brother grabs Junior's wrist as Junior tries to push 
the knife against his throat. 


Suzie comes in and grabs the blade of the knife with one 
hand and Junior's wrist with the other. Pat and Linda try 
to pull the two men apart while pleading with Junior. 


Blood drips from Suzie'’s hand to the table, forming a 
pool under Babe Brother's head. 


PAT Stop it! Stop it! Look what you are doing! 


Babe Brother's eyes are rolled to the back. Juniors eves 
are huge; he has an animal look on his face. The SOUND 
of struggling people breathing heavily is amplified. The 
pool of blood on the table grows larger. 


Junior slowly becomes aware of the blood and his body 


relaxes. He calmly releases the knife. 


Junior takes his mothers hand. 
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JUNIOR Someone get some lard out of the icebox. 


Pat attempts to get the lard, but pain in her abdomen 


forces her to sit down. Linda gets the lard out and hands it 


to Junior. Babe Brother raises himself up, the blood from 
Suzie’s cul dripping from bis head. Rhonda ts trying to 
hold Sunny back. 


Junior holds his mother’s hand under the faucet. It is a 


deep cul. The bleeding wont stop. 


Pat is sitting at the bloodstained table, unable to move. 
She is PANTING, sweating and holding her stomach, Linda 
is caught between trying to help Suzie and attending to 
Pat. 


Babe Brother helps to make a wad of cloth to press in ber 
hand to stop the bleeding. 


LINDA You are going to need some stitches. We better take 
her to the hospital. 


Babe Brother is shamefully calm now and very humble. 
BABE BROTHER |! drive her to the hospital. 
JUNIOR We will take her. You all stay here and watch Dad. 
LINDA What about Pat? 

PAT |'m okay now. 


Suzie attempts to go see Gideon but Babe Brother and 


Junior turn her toward the door. Going through the kitchen 


door, Junior intentionally turns his back to Babe Brother. 
Babe Brother stares at Junior's back as he walks ahead. 


INT. HOSPITAL - EMERGENCY RECEPTION ROOM - 
NIGHT (RAIN) 

The automatic doors open and Junior, Babe Brother and 
Suzie enter. There is a long line of people waiting at the 
registration window as well as groups of people filling 
out forms. Other patients are seated and waiting to see 
the doctor. 


Suzie finally gets to the registration window. A NURSE, 
white, 25, with extremely long fingernails that curve back 
around, is surprisingly sympathetic. 

NURSE What sort of emergency are you here for? 
SUZIE | cut my hand. 

NURSE Let me take a look at it. 


Suzie puts her hand through the window. The Nurse 


stands up to get a better look, taking the wad out of 


Suzie’s hand. The bleeding has stopped. The Nurse takes a 
deep breath. She glances up and notices the bloodstains 
on the back of Babe Brother's head. 


NURSE Are you all together? 


JUNIOR \es. 


NURSE The bleeding has stopped but it will need stitches. 
You'll have to fill out this form. How will this be covered— 
insurance, cash or check? 


JUNIOR Don't worry about it. It will be paid. Just let her see 
a doctor. 


SUZIE | have Medicare. 


The Nurse hands Suzie a form, but Babe Brother takes it. 
The Nurse looks again at Babe Brother's head. 


NURSE 10 you need to see the doctor, too? 
BABE BROTHER \o, just my mother. 


Babe Brother fills out the form with Suzie’s help and 
hands it back to the Nurse. 


They all find seats together. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. HOSPITAL - EMERGENCY RECEPTION ROOM - 
NIGHT (RAIN) 

The room slowly fills with people and Babe Brother and 
Junior offer their seats to those there for medical care. 





DISSOLVE: 

INT. HOSPITAL - EMERGENCY RECEPTION ROOM - 
NIGHT (RAIN) 

Two Police Officers bring in a man handcuffed to a bed. 
The woman officer carries a shotgun. The male officer car- 
ries a clipboard. The Prisoner is obviously in no condition 
to escape or cause trouble. They are allowed to go directly 
into the emergency room without waiting. 


DISSOLVE: 

INT. HOSPITAL - EMERGENCY RECEPTION ROOM - 
NIGHT (RAIN) 

More injured people come, but despite their condition, 
are told to wait. 


Junior and Babe Brother are standing next to the wall. 


On the other side of the room, Suzie is looking quietly at 
them as if in deep thought. 


Junior walks over to the reception desk. 


JUNIOR Whiy is it so crowded? 
NURSE Well, it is Friday night and a full moon. 


Junior goes back to Babe Brother and whispers to him. 


They both start to laugh. 


Suzie looks up and finds them in a fit of laughter. A faint 
smile appears on her face. 





INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT (RAIN) 
Gideon is slowly getting up. He looks around. He calls 
for Suzie, and slowly gets to his feet. 


GIDEON Suzie, |'m hungry. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - NIGHT (RAIN) 
He walks by Linda, Pat, Rhonda and Sunny, who are 
sleeping in chairs on the floor and on the sofa. 


GIDEON Suzie. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT (RAIN) 
Gideon opens the refrigerator and starts taking out 
bowls of food and placing them on the table. He puts on 
a pot of coffee. 


GIDEON Suzie. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT (RAIN) 
(LATER) 

Gideon is busy eating almost everything in sight. A 
group of mystified and sleepy faces appear at the door. 
Pat, Linda, Rhonda and Sunny look dumbfounded. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BACKYARD - MORNING 
Everything is wet from the night's rain. The garden looks 
more like a graveyard. Moisture drips from the sun- 
flowers. 


Gideon's nervous-looking rooster jumps the fence and 
Starts to CROW. 


Skip is out early throwing rocks at his birds. The rocks 
land on Gideon's roof. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - MORNING 

Babe Brother and Junior help Suzie out of the car. Her 
left hand is bandaged. They are all exhausted. They walk 
up the porch steps to find Harry holding the door open 
for them. 


HARRY | can't believe what | heard took place. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - DAY 

On seeing Suzie, Sunny jumps up, knocking the can of 
marbles over the kitchen floor. He runs to give Suzie a 
hug. Sunny wants to touch her bandaged hand but Linda 
stops him. 


SUZIE How is Gideon doing? 
RHONDA He is asleep now, but he was up all night eating. 


As Suzie goes to Gideon § room, she comes face-to-face with 
Harry. She doesnt say anything. 


HARRY | came to pick up my things. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY 
Gideon is SNORING loudly. On the nightstand is a plate 
with food left on it. Suzie feels his forehead. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - DAY 
Harry sadly gets up. He looks at Babe Brother. Linda 
steps in front of Babe Brother. 


LINDA You ought to go see how your father is doing and 
then wash that blood off you and change shirts. 


Babe Brother is surrounded by Linda and Sunny, who 
has his eves fixed on Harry. They move as one, heading 


Jor the bedroom. 


Harry seems a lot older. He walks toward the kitchen with 
his coffee cup. 


LOW ANGLE SHOT: Harry is slowly approaching the 
MARBLES, scattered all over the kitchen floor. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY 
Pat, Linda, Junior, Rhonda, Babe Brother, Sunny and Suzie 
are all standing around waiting for Gideon to wake up. 


SUZIE Gideon. 
Gideon s only response is to SNORE louder. 
PAT How long is Harry going to hang around? 


Babe Brother is in the corner by himself. He looks down 
when Pat asks the question about Harry. 


A loud CRASHING SOUND comes from the kitchen. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY 

Harry is trying to raise himself from the floor. He pauses 
for a moment, then collapses. His body contorts and 
then remains still. 


Babe Brother, Junior, Pat, Linda and Suzie run in. Suzie 
checks to see if he is alive. Babe Brother tries to give 
him mouth-to-mouth resuscitation but Linda pulls him 
away. Junior pushes down on Harry's chest. 


Babe Brother stares down at the lifeless Harry and then 
goes slowly back into the living room. Pat is on the phone 
dialing the paramedics. Everyone stands around Harry. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY 

Two PARAMEDICS work on Harry. One of them is a 
young Asian. The other is white with red hair. They listen 
for a heartbeat and shake their heads, then begin to pack 
up their medical case. The Asian's accent is difficult to 
understand. 


91 








WHITE PARAMEDIC There's nothing we can do for him. 
The Paramedics start to leave without the body. 
JUNIOR Well, aren't you going to take him with you? 


ASIAN PARAMEDIC [f he had died in our care, we 
would be required to take him. Since we found him dead, you 
will have to wait for the county to pick him up. 


JUNIOR How long will that take? 
WHITE PARAMEDIC hat would depend on how busy it 


is. I'm sorry. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY 

Harry is stretched out on the floor. A blanket covers 
everything except his shoes. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - DAY 
Hattie, Marsh, Okra, Herman and M.C. all come in. 
Marsh looks cheerful. 


MARSH What happened? 


JUNIOR He slipped on some marbles that were on the floor. 
Then his heart gave out. 


LINDA (70 Suzy) | told you to always put those marbles 
up and not to leave them just anywhere. 


PAT The poor thing is not to blame. Rhonda, take Sunny for 
a walk. 


Marsh hands Rhonda several bills. 


MARSH Here, go around to the store and buy what you 
want. 


HATTIE Would anybody object if I take a look at him? 
HERMAN | don’t think Harry would like it. 


Hattie goes over and pulls the blanket back. Okra, M.C. 
and Herman hurry over to take a quick glance. They 
huddle behind Hattie, peeping over her shoulder. 


HATTIE | never noticed how big his eyes were. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BATHROOM - EVENING 
Linda is helping Babe Brother wash Suzie's blood out of 
his hair. She dries his hair with a towel. Sunny hands 
Babe Brother a clean shirt, Gideon's shirt. He puts it on. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Gideon is sitting on the edge of his bed looking through 
the scraps of leftovers on his plate. He puts his pants on. 
As he moves about, his joints SNAP and POP. He picks 
up the empty plate. 


Qa g qo = we 
O— = a Ou = 
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INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - NIGHT 
Babe Brother is on the phone with someone at the 
county morgue. 


BABE BROTHER \lister. . . Mister... Excuse me for cut- 
ting you off but we pay taxes, too. We should not have to pay 
you to take a 24-hour lunch break. 


Babe Brother hands the phone to Linda. 
BABE BROTHER he coroner said that he was out here 


and knocked on the door, and no one was here. 


Junior steps over the body, holding a pot of coffee in his 


hand. 

The Preacher is sitting with Suzie, talking in a low voice. 
Pat, Rhonda and Sunny come in with boxes of chicken snack. 
Linda hangs up the phone. 


LINDA He doesn’t know when he will be out this way again. 
Somebody downtown is going to hear about this. 


M.C. They just do that in the colored neighborhood. If he had 
been white, they would had him on his feet and out of here. 


PAT | vot white meat and | got dark meat. | know it sounds 
cruel but we have to eat. 


Gideon comes in, walking very slowly, holding his plate 
out. Everyone is shocked. Gideon is completely unaware 
of how long he has been sick. 


GIDEON What, are you having another party? 

SUZIE You better come sit down. You are still sick. 
GIDEON Gal, you're talking to John Henry. When was I sick? 
JUNIOR You ve been out for almost three weeks. 


The Preacher gives him a pat on the back and shakes 
Gideon s hand. 


PREACHER We had long conversations with the Lord 
about you. Didn't we, Sister Suzie? | said we need him down 
here, Lord. 


Gideon smiles in appreciation. He pushes his plate out to 
Pat, indicating that he wants it filled with chicken. Gideon 
is about to bite into the chicken when he notices Harry s 


feet sticking out. He points with the chicken in his hand. 


He has a mystified look on his face. 
OKRA That's our friend Harry. 
GIDEON Not our Harry? 

OKRA | wish it wasn't. 

Gideon seems to weaken for a moment. 


GIDEON Whiat happened to him? 


HATTIE He dropped dead. 

HERMAN Hlattic, you can be so mean. 

GIDEON How long has he been dead? 

SUZIE Since this morning. 

GIDEON What happened to your hand? 

SUZIE | cut it on an old rusty knife. 

Gideon is deeply concerned. 

GIDEON What did you put on it? 

SUZIE It’s healing now. 

Gideon looks over at bis two sons as if to ask them about it. 


GIDEON | hope you will take care of your mother better 
than that when I’m gone. 


Junior and Babe Brother both have their heads down. 
Linda and Sunny move closer to Babe Brother. 


GIDEON Babe Brother, is that my shirt that you're wearing? 
BABE BROTHER \rs. 

GIDEON How come you're not wearing my shoes? 

BABE BROTHER ‘hiey re too big. 


Gideon stares al Babe Brother and then looks around 
foward Harry. 


GIDEON When is the undertaker coming? 
LINDA They can't say. I'll try calling them again. 


Hattie moves closer to Herman and speaks so only he can 
hear. 


HATTIE Why don’t M.C. and you drag him to your house? 
Herman moves away with a look of disdain. 

MARSH Harry didn't have any relatives living, did he? 
M.C. Harry was in the world by himself. 

MARSH Somebody has to take responsibility for him. 


PAT Why don’t you look through his things to see if you can 
find a number? 


Okra, Marsh, Hattie, Herman and M.C. go off to Harrys 
room, leaving Suzie and Gideon sitting opposite each 
other with the door to the kitchen separating them. Junior. 
the Preacher and Pat are eating chicken. Linda is on the 
phone trying to get through to the morgue. 

LINDA How do you like that? They hung up in my face. I'll 
fix them. I'll show them just how mean I can get. 

She rapidly dials the number. There is a BUSY SIGNAL. 
LINDA This has been a nightmare. 





INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - HARRY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 
M.C. and Marsh are going through Harry's boxes. They 
take out old blues records, books, a big Bible and books 
on Dunbar. 


MARSH These are letters to his son. 
Hattie reads the letters in a corner by herself. She stops for 
ad moment. 


HATTIE | still don’t know if I was right about Harry. 


She seems frustrated with herself for not being able to 
come to terms with her feelings. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT YARD - NIGHT 
A crowd of people are standing around looking at the 
house. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - NIGHT 

The Preacher is asleep in his chair, SNORING loudly. 
Babe Brother and Linda are sitting together, talking in a 
near-whisper. Sunny is asleep in Babe Brother's lap. He 
is finding it difficult to apologize for his recent behavior. 


BABE BROTHER | have more sense than to give up 
everything, my family, you and Sunny. It wasn’t me, | mean 
the real me inside my body. I'm glad it’s over. It’s like a veil 
has been lifted. 

LINDA Like a veil has been lifted? 

BABE BROTHER 11's like I've been swimming in muddy 
Walers. 

LINDA Like muddy waters? 

BABE BROTHER [1 was like all those things old country 


people try to tell you what hell is like. 
LINDA Jou were in hell? 
BABE BROTHER | couldn't believe the things | was doing. 


It was like an internal struggle going on inside my body. 
LINDA Do you think you won? 
BABE BROTHER [1 was nip and tuck. 


LINDA And what lesson have we learned from all of this. 
Babe Br... Sam... | mean Samuel? 


BABE BROTHER | guess it proves you really care about 
me. You hung in there. 


Linda looks at Babe Brother for a length of time. 
GIDEON When are you boys going to fix that roof? 
BABE BROTHER Soon as | rest a bit. (Bea/) | meant as 


soon as we are back to normal again, anytime. 


GIDEON Here | am thinking about myself when poor 
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Harry is resting on the floor of the kitchen. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - DAY 
The Preacher is SNORING se 


Linda's so Unde et on Babe Ber chest. 


unior and Pat are looking at the baby pictures. P Pat is 
holding her hand across her stomach, feeling the baby 
kick. Rhonda is asleep in a chair. 


Suzie and Gideon are sitting at the dining room table. 
Suzie is cutting the dead | leaves off of a small potted plant. 


a) 


SUZIE It feels like a storm has passed . . . Hattie read some 
of Harry's letters to a woman he had a child by. The child had 
died and he was writing to give her some comfort. Hattie 
didn’t know that deep down at the bottom of Harry’s hate, 
there was some love. 


The SOUND of Rodney's trumpet is heard but no longer 
seems irritating. 


GIDEON Did | ever tell you the story about the man who 
wanted to make his own mind up about heaven and hell? He 
didn’t want nobody's opinion but his own. 


Suzie doesn't pay any attention; she is involved with her 
potted plant. Gideon looks over at the Preacher, who is still 
asleep. 


GIDEON He's going to check out heaven first. He gets a 
round-trip ticket to heaven. He gets in heaven and finds it 
just like back home: People dripping with sweat, working in 
the fields, hardly surviving. He asked a man who was getting 
a drink of water, “I thought the streets were paved with gold.” 
“They are, but you won't see them,” he said. “Boy, you got to 
work day and night ‘cause idleness is sinfulness.” So he takes 
the other half of his ticket and takes the express to hell. He 
sees people stretched out on their backs kicking back, picking 
their teeth. “Man, this is a dream.” He asked, “What's y'all 
doing?” They all hollered back, “Sinning.” The devil was 
shaking hands with everyone and came up to him and said, 
“Please to meet you.” He asked, “I thought y'all was sup- 
posed to be burning in fire.” Someone said, “Man, ain't no 
fire down here except under that pot of chitlins.” The man 
was going go ask the preacher back on earth— 


SUZIE | don't want to hear any joke about colored people 
being in hell. You're being irreverent. 


GIDEON |'m almost finished. I'm about to come to the 
punch line. 


SUZIE | don't want to hear any tales about colored people . .. 





GIDEON But these are white people, anybody. The 
punch— 


SUZIE | don't care to hear any jokes about people being in 
hell. This cut on my hand reminds me that it is nothing to 
laugh at. 


GIDEON Its only a tale. 


The RATTLING of pots and dishes starts suddenly. Harrys 
body starts to sway gently as if he were about to get up. 

Everyone freezes except for Babe Brother and Linda, who 
remain asleep. 


MLC., Herman, Okra, Hattie and Marsh enter the dining 
room. Harry’ feet are still swaying in the kitchen. 


M.C. Is that an earthquake? 
HERMAN [1's something. 


Babe Brother wakes in a sweat and sits up next to Linda, 
like a child needing protection. 


BABE BROTHER | 1m cold. | need to get out into the sun- 
light. 


JUNIOR Whiat is it, noontime? 
PREACHER | wonder how they going to bury this man. 


HATTIE Plant him in Potter's Field. He doesn't need a 
marked grave. 


HERMAN Hattie, your true colors are unbearable. You got 
some mean ways. Don't worry about the boy getting a burial. 
He still has some friends left on this earth. 


HATTIE His winter has come and gone and I know right 
now he is answering for a lot of things. 


M.C., Okra and Herman move away from Hattie. 


PREACHER It is my job to pray for his soul and | would 
like to do that. 


EXT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - DAY 
Rhonda is sitting next to Sunny on the front porch. S 
Repetto rere ey Oe ea 


A crowd of people is still standing around in of 





MAN Hey, boy, you still got that dead man in your house? 


Sunny and Rhonda dont respond. A middle-aged woman, 


VIRGINIA, one of Gideon ’s neighbors, passes Sunny and 
Rhonda, knocks on the screen door and goes in. 





INT. GIDEON’S HOUSE - FRONT ROOM - DA 





VIRGINIA | know you all haven't had a chance to cook or 


do anything with that dead man in your kitchen. You must 


be starved to death. Some of your neighbors have got together 


and we set up a picnic table in my backyard with food and 
everything to feed all vou all. 


SUZIE Virginia, that is so wonderful of you all! 


MARSH If the dead wagon comes, we ought to leave a note 
telling them we'll be down the street at a picnic. 


Gideon comes back in with Suzie, who is helping him tie 


his tie. They all line up and file out the front door with 


Suzie and Gideon leading the way. Pat is holding her 


stomach with a thoughtful look on her face. 
PAT | think we better be ready. 


Junior looks concerned as he follows Pat out the door. 


Sunny follows Rhonda, who is still mad at him. Babe 


Brother and Linda are the last ones out. Babe Brother 
lakes a long look in the direction of Harry as Linda pulls 
him out. She slams the door. 


INT. GIDEON'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY 

Harry's body lies on the floor. On the kitchen sink are 
Suzie's jars of cuttings, which have developed a maze of 
roots. 


THE END 
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Writing 

and Directing 
To Sleep 

with Anger 


A Talk with Charles Burnett 





UA;WEH [Ned 


Charles Burnett was born in Vicksburg, Mississippi, in 
1944, and was raised in Los Angeles. He received both a 
B.A. and M.FA. in film production from UCLA in the 
'70s, studying with a group of Black American indepen- 
dent filmmakers that included Larry Clark, Haile Gerima 
and Julie Dash. His first feature-length film (and his mas- 
ter’s thesis project), Killer of Sheep, was completed in 
1977, and went on to win a critic’s prize at the Berlin 
Film Festival, First Prize at the U.S. Film & Video Festival 
and a Silver Prize at the 13th Annual Festival of the 
Americas in Houston. In 1990, the film was selected to 
the National Film Registry at the Library of Congress. 

Burnett's second feature film, My Brother's Wedding 
(1984), was shown at a number of film festivals, includ- 
ing those in Toronto, San Francisco, Berlin, London, Rot- 
terdam and Edinburgh. To Sleep with Anger, released in 
1990, garnered IFP Spirit Awards for its direction and 
screenplay, a Paul Robeson Award from Howard Univer- 
sity, a Special Jury Recognition at the 1990 Sundance 
Film Festival, and awards from the National Society of 
Film Critics and the Los Angeles Film Critics Association. 
Burnett's most recent feature, The Glass Shield, premiered 
at the 1994 Cannes Film Festival and was released by 
Miramax in 1995. 

Burnett has been the recipient of a Guggenheim Fel- 
lowship (1981), a Rockefeller Foundation Fellowship 
(1987) and several NEA grants (1981, 1985). In 1988, 
he was awarded a MacArthur “Genius” grant. His other 
work includes the short films The Horse (1973), When It 
Rains (1995) and Grandma's Story (1995), as well as the 
documentary America Becoming (1991). He is currently 
in postproduction on Nightjohn, a feature he wrote and 
directed for Disney Cable. Burnett lives with his wife and 
their two sons in Los Angeles. 

The version of To Sleep with Anger published here is 
Burnett’s shooting script, completed in January 1989. 
The screenplay was 102 pages long. 





When did you come up with the idea for To Sleep with Anger? 


In the mid-’80s. It was a project that started with the Corpora- 
tion for Public Broadcasting. | had been developing another 
project for them, based on the actual murder of a young girl. 
Once we got started on that, they wanted to make some changes 
which didn’t seem appropriate, since it was based on this true 
story, so I said, “Let me do something that’s fictional, then it 
won’t matter.” So I started writing 70 Sleep with Anger, and 
again, they wanted to make a lot of changes— 


| read somewhere that CPB wasn’t comfortable with the folk- 
loric elements of the screenplay. 


The folkloric elements were not something they were interested 
in; they didn’t think a general audience would appreciate them. 
They thought the audience would identify with the black mid- 
dle-class couple, and they wanted me to expand on that, leaving 





the other stuff out. So we parted ways—I remember getting a 
rejection letter—and Cotty Chubb /one of the film's produc- 
ers} called me out of the blue and asked me what I was up to, 
and I said, “Well, I have this script nobody wants.” So I took it 
— down to his office, and he liked it and said he'd like to try and 
_ find some money for it. And that’s how it got started. 


Speaking of the references to folklore— 


_ I figured that was the only way to relate what was happening in 

_ the film to the past. Anyone from Mississippi is supposedly a sto- 

ryteller, so I've been told. Either a storyteller or a liar, that is. 

[laughs] When | was growing up, I was surrounded by this sort 

of extended family—lots of older people—and these stories 

were passed along from generation to generation. So it was all of 
_ that coming together. 


From what I've read, the film depicts a community that at 
~ least in some ways resembles the one you grew up in: | know 
you were born in the South and moved with your family to 
South Central L.A. 


~ Yeah, I was born in Vicksburg, Mississippi, but I didn’t come 
from a middle-class family like the one depicted in the film; it 
was more a working-class family, trying to get by. 


— How did you go about writing the central character of Harry 
_ Mention? He seems to be at least loosely based on the “trick- 
_ ster” figure from Native American and African folklore. 


Mostly, yeah. What happens a lot of times when you're growing 
up, you hear about people who have this sort of myth built up 
around them: they’re evil: “Don’t let this person in the house,” 
all this kind of stuff. And you would see these people and sort of 
wonder, “What's so awful about them?” All you see is this happy- 
go-lucky person who's always nice to you. They're the kind of 
people that—I don’t know whether it’s bad karma, or what— 
things sort of fall apart whenever they show up somewhere, even 
_ if it’s just coincidence or accident or whatever. Trouble just fol- 
_ lows them. Every family has someone who fits that description. 
So I wanted to do a character who was based on a folkloric char- 
acter—the trickster—who embodied this type of person who is 
seen as evil, but isn’t evil. The trickster figure always has so 
many dimensions, and is viewed in so many different ways. So | 
wanted the character of Harry to have that kind of ambiguity. 


Did you base any of the other characters on figures in folk- 
lore? 1 know, for instance, that Gideon refers to himself as 
_ “John Henry” at one point, and Junior likens Babe Brother 
to the “knee-high man who wants to be sizable.” 


Yeah. Actually, I'd forgotten all about that one; it didn’t make it 
into the movie. Yeah, Babe Brother was meant to embody the 
_ irony of someone who wants to be somebody else. That flaw in 
__ his character opens the door to Harry. That's how the trickster 
_ gains his power over another person. I think most kids are like 
that, they lose sight of who they are, they trade away the most 
important stuff. 


In that regard, one critic, | believe, saw Harry as a symbol 
for the sort of force that young blacks, especially in urban 
environments, have to contend with growing up now. 


Well, I was trying to make the whole thing more universal. | 
mean, you want the audience to identify with the emotional ele- 
ments of the story. | guess that’s the reason those stories were 
told, to sort of warn you about the dangers or complications or 
mysteries of life, but to put it in a more personal light. What | 
noticed was, there’s not a sense of community among blacks; 
that sort of thing is absent nowadays, you know, the oral tradi- 
tion of storytelling. And I really felt that these kinds of stories are 
invaluable; they support and ground the community. 


Could you talk about some of these folkloric elements in a 
little more detail? What about the sequences with the broom? 
| know that to have a broom pass over any part of your body 
does not bode well for your future. 


Well, that’s an interesting thing about the broom because | 
never really understood it. When you're a kid, someone's always 
saying, “Don’t touch me with a broom,” and it was very real— 
it still is, for many people. | remember as a boy, when I was 
sweeping, being constantly aware of this danger of touching 
someone with the broom. My brother, who’s much more super- 
stitious than | am, was always worried that I would get him with 
the broom, and he'd go to jail, and all this kind of stuff. What it 
does, is, it sort of frustrates you. You think, “This is the most 
ridiculous thing.” And then, later on, you come around to look 
at it in a different way, you become sort of ambivalent about it. 
The power of suggestion. A friend of mine, for instance, has a 
Brazilian housekeeper, and she’s instilled in him all of these 
folkways. We flew together recently, and right before we got on 
the plane he said, “Charles, would you do me a favor? When we 
board, could you step on to the plane with your right foot first?” 
[laughs] | did it. It’s those kinds of things that really have a 
power over our primitive side. 


The film reminds us of how that kind of thing completely 
permeates our culture. For instance, the preacher castigates 
Suzie for putting leaves under Gideon feet to draw out the 
sickness, and then assures her that the only way for Gideon 
fo recover is through prayer. And then later, when the family 
is in the crowded emergency room waiting to have Suzie’s 
hand attended to, the nurse explains the rush by referring to 
the fact that it’s a full moon. 


You know, actually, there is some truth about the full moon 
thing. I remember taking somebody who'd been bitten by a rab- 
bit to the emergency room and being told that very thing by 
someone there on duty. It was like a horror show that time. 
Apparently, the police worry about it, too. 


Did you do research for the script, or was the material mostly 
taken from experiences you've had, or people you've known? 


There were some books | read, and you know, actually, there's 
not that much folklore in it. 
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There's more in this version of the script than in the film. 


Yeah, that’s true. We took out some things because people were 
asking too many questions: “What did the bowl half-filled with 
water in Harry's room mean?” 


By the way, what did that mean? 


Well, several different things. It is believed to ward off evil spirits, 
it’s done for monetary gain, a whole host of things. So when 
Hattie goes upstairs and breaks the bowl, she sort of breaks the 
spell: at that same moment, downstairs, Suzie finally asks Harry 
to leave. The problem was, it just took you out of the movie. 
So, to avoid having to answer all of those questions, we just re- 
moved that scene. 


How about the title of the film? Does it have some reference 
lo the old adage, “Never go to bed angry”? 


| got it from the Bible. I've never been able to find the exact pas- 
sage again, but it was pointed out to me one time by a guy in 
Seattle, and it was such a beautiful line | thought | would re- 
member it, but I can’t. It’s pretty close to “Never go to bed angry.” 


| know you're a big fan of neorealism, which is pretty clear 

from the kinds of films you make. During the writing of this, 
did you have any sense of what kind of film you were creat- 
ing, what kind of genre you were aiming for? 


What I do is, I just look at it as a story. Whatever fits it, that’s it. | 
can't start from the form; to me, it's more of a social comment, 
in a sense: trying to relate to what's going on, or what should be 
going on, in a community is the only thing that really informed 
the shape of the script. 


How long did it take you to get the first draft together? 


It didn’t take that long to get a first draft together because CPB 
was pressuring. | was working on another film at the time with 
Ben Caldwell called / Fresh, about a rapper. It was long before 
all of this other rap stuff came out, and I was really disappointed 
it was never made because we were way out there. We would 
have been the first ones, and it wasn’t just going to be wall-to- 
wall rap, we actually had a story there, a love story. But we 
couldn't get the rest of the money. We were kicking ourselves. 
Anyway, we were busy trying to get that off the ground, and then 
CPB wanted the 70 Sleep with Anger script, so | had to rush to 
get that done. Afterward, when Cotty got involved, we went 
through a number of drafts, beefing up the part of Babe Brother, 
which wasn’t all that substantial at first. 


When did Danny Glover get involved? 


Well, Cotty got involved, and then he moved over with Ed Press- 
man; that’s when we approached Danny. We were thinking 
about him to play Babe Brother. There was this rumor around 
that Danny didn’t want to play older men, so we talked to him 
about playing one of the brothers, and he agreed to do it, and 
then he said, “You know, I'd really like to read for the part of the 
older guy.” 


So none of these parts was written with an actor in mind? 


No, the only thing we did was try to extend the Babe Brother part 
to get a better-known actor interested in it. | wrote this thinking 
of the project as an independent film, with unknown actors who 
I'd just go out with and shoot the thing. When Cotty became 
involved, it moved up a notch—SAG actors, that kind of thing. 


The script we're publishing, the shooting script, has a lot of 
material not in the final film. 


Yeah. A lot was cut from this for cost reasons, as well as time. It 
was sort of unrealistic to put a lot of this in here with the kind of 
budget we were working with, the shooting schedule we had to 
deal with. 


How long was the shoot? 
It was 28 days. 
How did you manage to shoot the film in 28 days? 


Well, the big thing is having a good crew. We didn’t have that 
many locations—Gideon’s house was the main one—so once 
we planted ourselves there, we shot it out. Then we moved down 
the street to the park, stuff like that. We had people with a lot of 
talent, in all areas, from the technicians to the actors. One of the 
good things about working with Ed Pressman was that it was 
never a question of changing the material. | give him and Cotty 
Chubb a lot of respect for that. It was more a question of logis- 
tics: we have this many days, this much money, what can we do 
with it? It was after we made the film, and the distributors came 
in, that we had to start chopping it up to cut down the running 
time. | mean, having gone the grant route with my other films, | 
actually found doing 70 Sleep with Anger a much freer experi- 
ence in certain ways. It’s a system that requires sellable actors, of 
course, and that leads to good quality because the acting is 
good. But just being totally free to do something is meaningless 
unless the material has some importance. It’s what you do with- 
in those limitations. 


Well, with those limitations in mind, why don't we talk about 
some of the differences between the finished film and the 
screenplay published here. There are instances of dialogue 
being altered throughout the film. For instance, one of the 
first scenes is of Suzie instructing couples in her childbirth 
class. In your script, she makes a comment about how sensi- 
live expectant mothers can be, and one of the husbands 
humorously concurs. In the film, she says something about 


feeling contractions. What happened there? 


Actually, I'm glad I didn't put that line in. /laughs/ | think 
what happened there was that that exchange would have 
required another SAG actor to play the husband's speaking part, 
and that was too much money. If it’s just one sentence that 
somebody's saying, you have to really need the line to pay the 
money for a day player. That happens a lot. 


Many of the scenes in the script which take place in the back- 
yard were cul out of the film. There’ a scene near the begin- 
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ning, for instance, after Gideon wakes up from his nap, 
when some kids jump over the fence and steal apples from 
his tree. There were also scenes of Skip Baker throwing rocks 
at his birds on the roof of the house next door. 


We shot a lot of that, but the distributor, Samuel Goldwyn, want- 
ed the film down to a certain length, and that scene with Skip 
was one of the ones we cut, although I wish we'd kept it. 


How long was your first assembly? 


I don't remember the exact time but it was way too long. It had 
a lot of scenes that we shot from this script. When we took it to 
Sundance, it was still much longer; only afterward, when Gold- 
wyn picked it up, did we start cutting a lot. 


What about the scene in which the two policemen come to 
visit Gideon to tell him to get rid of the live animals in bis 
backyard? Was that one filmed? 


We shot that. What happens is, you find that the script is one 
thing and the film is another. Do you really need it after you see 
the whole thing assembled? What does it do? I kind of liked it, 
but again, it was two or three minutes we needed to cut. What 
you learn is, a script should be like 70 pages long. | mean, a 
script requires a lot of exposition to make it work; a film doesn't. 
Alot of that ends up getting in the way of the rhythm of the film 
that somehow establishes itself after you put it all together in the 
editing room. Beyond a certain amount of expository stuff, it 
becomes superfluous, it starts to drag. But you never know until 
you get an assembly. 


What happened to the character of Old John, the neighbor 
who periodically appears in Gideon and Suzie’s backyard? 


Oh, yes. | remember the actor, and for some reason, we shot 
those scenes in Pasadena, but we ended up having to cut them 
for time. Old John was sort of a typical figure from that kind of 
community. In fact, there was a guy who had worked for my 
mother who inspired that character. We used to raise rabbits, 
and the rabbit manure was good for roses, so we'd do exchanges 
with other people. That was very common. 


In the script, a church scene occurs early on, even before 
Harry’ arrival. In the film, that scene appears later, intercut 
with shots of Harry playing cards with Babe Brother and 
Linda. It was a great juxtaposition; how did you come to 
make that change? 


| think the editor, Nancy Richardson, came up with that one. 
The problem was that there was no need for two church scenes: 
it was repetitive. We'd seen it already. That kind of stuff comes 
into play when you're trying to reduce, condense everything 
without losing too much. Harry's storytelling scene was quite 
long, and the intercutting really broke it up nicely. 


The scene in the feed store? 


Yeah, that was a nice scene, too. That came from my childhood: 
| used to raise all sorts of animals. ! 


How often do those kinds of things from your past come to 
inform your writing? 


| guess there is a balance between my personal experience and 
fictional stuff. I used to raise pigeons, | used to play a trum- 
pet—if I go on and on, it’s going to seem as if it’s a lot, but if 
there is, | don’t want to admit it. 





When Harry is first alone in the house, after the family has 
gone to church, there’s a terrific scene in which he goes 
through all of their private things, reading letters, etc. In the 
film, Danny Glover actually turns back, and then forward. 
the hands on the clock. That's not in the script, but it’s very 
resonant. Was that his idea? 


That was Danny. He contributed a lot. All the actors did. 


Harry constantly handles Gideon and Suzie’s private things. 
There's also that later scene in Gideon's bedroom, after he’s 


fallen ill, and Harry opens and closes the cap on Gideon s 


medicine. Was this meant to imply that Harry was casting 
some sort of spell over everything? 


Well, it’s not so much that as the fact that Harry is a curious per- 
son; it’s his nature, he can’t help himself. 


His character in the film is a bit less fleshed-out, as it were. 
There are quite a few instances of lines of dialogue of his 
being cul which explain the character's motivation a little 
more completely. He talks more about the death of his sons 
in the script, about the “meaninglessness” of the past, the dif- 


ferences between old and new. Do you miss any of that? 


Yeah. | made Harry more real, more of a person you identified 
with. You could understand his tragedy and | think, toward the 
end, in his conversation with Suzie, that becomes important. 


There’ a line cut from his dialogue during that conversation 
that’s pretty significant: “I'm not a bad fellow, | just like to 
have a good time.” That leads to both Suzie and Hattie feel- 
ing much more ambivalent about his death in the script 
than in the film. 1 think also of the scene in the screenplay in 
which M.C. and Herman go through Harry’ things after he’s 
died, gelling a more complete picture of him. 1 don't think 
Harry is given that much leeway in the film. 


Actually, | would have loved to have been able to keep more of 
that in the film, because as I said, it would have made Harry a 
more prominent character. | guess when someone dies it makes 
you review their life, and all the things that you thought were 
upsetting maybe weren't, or were interpreted wrongly. You learn 
more about the person, and then you end up leaning in a differ- 
ent direction. People are more complicated than they appear; it’s 
not a question of good and evil, as I said before. You never really 
see Harry do anything, it’s all just rumor. 


What about the scenes in which Harry is shown walking with 
Gideon, and later, with Babe Brother? If you take it literally, 
he’s actually “leading them astray.” Was that intentional? 

Continued on page 201 
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Over a BLACK SCREEN we hear the beautiful voice of an 
Indian Woman. 


INDIAN WOMAN (1:0) \ very long time ago, when the 
sun sat higher than it does now, there lived a beautiful prin- 
cess in a mystical land known as... India... 


FADE IN: 

EXT. HIMALAYAS - SUNRISE 

A breathtaking vista of majestic peaks, rising up to the 
heavens. 


INDIAN WOMAN (/1.0.) |... She was married to the 
handsome Prince Rama. who had been banished to the en- 
chanted forests by his jealous stepmother, Queen Kaikevi. 


EXT. FOREST - DAY 
A boa constrictor slithers along a tree branch. A tiger 
moves silently through the woods. EXOTIC BIRDS CRY. 


INDIAN WOMAN (1.0) Bul the brave princess loved 
her prince so much, she cared not if she had to live in the 
forest with the tree spirits... And so, she went with him . . . 


A ray of sunlight pierces through the trees, and we see 


Prince Rama and Princess Sita standing together at the 
edge of a pond. 


INDIAN WOMAN (1.0) One day, Princess Sita saw a 
wounded gazelle in the woods, and she begged Rama to go 
and help it... 


Sita motions to a wounded gazelle limping off through 
the trees. 

INDIAN WOMAN (1:0) The Prince was afraid to leave 
Sita alone, for at the other end of the forest lived the evil and 
powerful ten-headed demon—Ravanna. 


LITTLE GIRL /1/0.) Aten-headed demon”... Oh, my... 


Rama lakes a stick and draws a circle in the ground 
around Sila. 


INDIAN WOMAN /1-0.) Rama drew a circle in the 
ground and said to her, “This is a magic circle. So long as you 
stay inside it, no harm can come to you.” 


Sila and Rama kiss goodbye. 
INDIAN WOMAN /(1°(,) Sita promised she would stay 


there, and kissed her prince goodbye. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. FOREST - NIGHT 

Moonlight shines through the trees. Sita sits within the 
circle. 


INDIAN WOMAN (1.0.) That night... the Princess 


heard a horrible cry... 

MAN (1°0.) Help .. .! Please, help me . . .! 

Sila stands, hesitating at the edge of the circle. 

INDIAN WOMAN (1.0) Thinking it was her beloved 
Rama in danger, the Princess ran from the circle to answer 
the crv. 

Sila steps out of the circle. 

LITTLE GIRL /1:0.) Oh, no! 


We FOLLOW Sita as she runs deeper into the forest, 
calling out: 


INDIAN WOMAN (/1(0.) Rama... Rama...! 


Sila suddenly comes upon... a beggar, sealed under a 
free, holding out an empty boul. 


INDIAN WOMAN (1.0) She soon came across an old 
beggar man. And though she had no food or money to give 
him, she could not refuse his plea. 


Sila lakes a long, beaded bracelet off her wrist. 


CLOSE-UP - BRACELET 
as it falls in SLOW MOTION into the beggar’s hand. 


INDIAN WOMAN /|.() As soon as he had the bracelet... 


Ihe beggar turns into a grotesque. len-headed creature— 
Ravanna. 


SMASH CUT TO: 
LITTLE GIRL 
as she jumps back in excited fright. 


LITTLE GIRL The beggar suddenly transformed into the 


ten-headed demon. Ravanna! 


This is SARA CREWE, a captivating 10-year-old with 
bright blue eyes and a fiery spirit. Bold, intelligent, and 
held in perpetual wonder. 


SARA (LITTLE GIRL) He grabs the Princess and takes 


her to his palace, where he intends to make her his bride! 


PULL BACK TO REVEAL - 

EXT. SMALL LAKE - DAY 

Sara sits on a rock in the lake shallows. Clad only in her 
slip, she is still wet from swimming. In the water next to 
her, a 9-year-old Indian boy, LAKI, plays with a baby ele- 
phant, Sivi. 


Laki's mother, MAYA, 40, sits nearby on the banks of the 
lake. 











MAYA If you already know this story, Sara Crewe, why do 
you make Maya tell it to you again and again? 


SARA Because | never get tired of hearing it. 

Sara lays back on the rock, staring up at the clouds. 
SARA [id you ever know a real prince, Maya? 

MAYA Yes. Laki’s father. 

Laki climbs onto Sivi's back. 

LAKI | thought he was in the Army. 

Sivi’s trunk playfully nudges Sara. She pushes it away. 
MAYA He was... and he was my prince. And 1, his princess. 


Sivi nudges Sara again. She sits up and pets him affec- 
tionately, while Laki tries to stand and balance on Sivts 
back. 


SARA But | mean rea/ princes and princesses. 
MAYA All women are princesses . . . It is our right. 


Sara smiles, thinking about this. Laki suddenly loses his 
balance and falls off of Sivi, splashing into the lake. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. HILL STATION (SIMLA, INDIA) - DAY 
SUPERIMPOSE: SIMLA, INDIA... AUGUST 1914 

An expansive mansion on manicured grounds. Elegantly 
dressed British ladies and gentlemen stroll about as Indi- 
an servants bring them cool drinks. British children run 
and play games. 


Sara, riding on top of Sivi, is led to the rear of the man- 
sion by little Laki. Many of the British shoot disapproving 
glances. 


Two BRITISH LADIES sit under a tree, whispering to each 
other. 


BRITISH LADY #1 How can that charming Captain 
Crewe have such a disagreeable child? 


BRITISH LADY #2 The mother was an American, you 


know. 
BRITISH LADY #1 0h, well, that explains it. 


Some children, led by snotty CLARA PIDESON, 12, crowd 
around Sara as Sivi stops to drink from a fountain. Laki 
helps Sara dismount. 


CLARA (jet that smelly animal out of here. 
SARA | will not. He’s thirsty. 
CLARA | wasn't talking about the elephant. 


Laki bows his bead in shame. Clara and the others laugh. 
Sara, steaming with rage, marches straight up to Clara. 


With a mad gleam in her eye, she raises her arms and 
begins to shake her hands up and down Clara's body as 
she chants in pig-Indian. 


Laki and the others watch in wonder. Clara doesn't know 
what to do. 


CLARA Stop that! What are you doing?! 
Sara stops and gives Clara a cool stare. 


SARA | just put an ancient curse on you. When you turn 20 
all your hair will fall out, and every time you talk it will be 
backwards, so your name won't be Clara Pideson, it'll be 
Aralc Nosedip. 


Beat. Clara starts screaming. 
CLARA Acdabhhhh' 


CUT TO: 

EXT. TEA GARDENS - SUNSET 

Miles and miles of open meadow. A MAN, his back 
TOWARD us, stares at the Himalayas in the distance as 
the sun sets behind them. 


MAN I'l] miss it here. . . India is the only place on earth 
that stirs the imagination. 


The Man turns and smiles down at Sara, who stands at 
his side. 

MAN Not that you need any help in /ha/ department. 
Sara grins coyly and looks up at him. We now recognize 


the Man as Prince Rama from Mayas story. In reality, he is 
CAPTAIN ANDREW CREWE, Sara’ handsome young father. 


CREWE Aralc Nosedip, huh? 
SARA (Shrugs) She asked for it. 


Crewe smiles and puts an arm around his daughter. They 
begin to walk through the field of tall grass. Crewe eyes the 
scenery. 

CREWE Just look at it, Sara... Remember, it’s all a part of 
you. 

Sara looks around, then picks up a tall stem of grass with 
delicate, flaxen wisps at ils lip. 

SARA What is this part, Daddy? 

Crewe gently takes the stem, feigning surprise. 

CREWE This? You mean you don’t know about the Sinda 
grass? 

Sara shakes her head, smiling in anticipation. 


CREWE Look closely... Each of these little seeds is one of 
your dreams .. . And when you blow them into the wind, a 
wish comes true. 
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SARA Really? 
Crewe holds the stem out to her. 
CREWE (o ahead. 


Sara Closes her eyes, then blows the flaxen wisps off the 
stem. They float into the wind, reflecting the sun like 
specks of gold. 


CREWE What did you wish? 
SARA ‘Jhiat summer would never end. 
Sharing her sadness, Crewe kneels down before her. 


CREWE It'll be okay, sweetheart . . . You're going to love 
America. 


SARA But it's so far away. Why can't I go to school in Eng- 
land? At least we'd be closer to each other. 


CREWE England's no place for a young girl until this war is 
over. Besides, you'll be going to the same school your mother 
went to when she was your age. In a city called New York. 


Sara puts her head on his shoulder. He wraps his arms 
around her. 


SARA New York... What a silly name. 
CREWE | hear it’s a silly place. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. INDIAN VILLAGE - DAY 

The Indian Mall - a collection of stalls where merchants 
sell a variety of goods - is crowded with buyers and 
sellers. 


Through the busy streets, Crewe and Sara are carried ina 
tonga (rickshaw). Sara stares with fascination at the mer- 
chants, snake charmers and gypsies in the marketplace. 


The tonga stops in front of a building marked United Ser- 
vice Club. 


CUT TO: 

INT. UNITED SERVICE CLUB - DAY 

Sara and Crewe enter, passing a sign that reads: “MEN 
ONLY.” The private club is filled with British officers, min- 
gling over drinks. When they see Crewe and Sara, they 
grow quiet, offended by the presence of a child in their 
club, especially a female one. 


Although both Crewe and Sara are aware of this, neither 
could care less. Crewe nods hello to his fellow country- 
men, and proudly leads Sara up to the bar at the back of 
the room, one side of which also serves as a message 
desk. Behind it stands HARESH, an Indian man. 


HARESH (Captain Crewe! Good afternoon! 


CREWE Hello, Haresh. Those shipment orders come in yet? 
HARESH One moment, I'll see. 


Sara wanders off to observe a poker game at a nearby 
lable. 


Eyeing the cards of a poker player from over his shoulder, 
she looks across the table to see a SECOND POKER PLAYER 
sweating over what lo bet. He glances up at Sara, who sig- 
nals him to raise the stakes. He hesitates, then follows 
Sara’s advice, throwing some chips in. 


SECOND POKER PLAYER (:1!!. 


Ihe first poker player looks suspiciously back at Sara, who 
smiles innocently. He lays his hand down . ... three Jacks. 
The second poker players eves widen, and he throws his 
hand down in disgust... only a pair of Kings. He glares 
al Sara, who shrugs. 


Haresh returns to Crewe with the shipment orders. 


HARESH Here you are. | understand you'll be leaving us 
soon. 


CREWE [ay after tomorrow. I'll forward the information on 
my regiment in case you need to contact me. Meantime, Hari 
will be in charge of the plantation. 


HARESH Very good, sir 


Sara walks up to a large globe standing in the corner of 
the lounge. Beside it, a YOUNG OFFICER sits at a table 
reading the front page of a newspaper. Sara reads the 
headline. 


INSERT - NEWSPAPER HEADLINE 

“AUGUST 12: BRITAIN AND FRANCE DECLARE WAR 
ON AUSTRIA AS WORLD CONFLICT WIDENS .. . Ger- 
man Troops Maintain Stronghold in Belgium.” 


BACK TO SCENE 
The Young Officer glances up at Sara. 


YOUNG OFFICER bloody Germans... We'll show ‘em, 


though, eh? 


He winks al Sara, who turns away and locates India on 
the world globe. She spins it, trailing her finger across 
continents to find America, then Belgium. Realizing the 
greal distance that will separate her from her father, she 
slowly looks up at Crewe. He has been watching her, and 
his eves lock with hers... 


CUT TO: 

EXT. LAKE - DAY 

Sara and Laki play with Sivi in the shallow water. Laugh- 
ing, Sara hikes up her slip and climbs onto the baby ele- 
phant’s back. 








ANGLE - ROAD 
Clara and her mother ride in a tonga driven by an elderly 
Indian man. As they near the lake, Clara spots Sara. 


CLARA Mother, look! 
The tonga stops, and Clara’s mother rises to see: 


sara, balancing carefully, leans down to do a handstand 
on Sivis back. As she goes upside down, her slip falls 
around her neck, revealing ber bare bottom. 


Clara’s mother screams and faints back into the tonga. 
her weight causing it to lean backward, raising the elderly 
driver off the ground as he grips the steering poles. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. FOREST - DAY 

Now dry after their swim, Laki and Sara chase each other 
through the ancient ruins of a temple overgrown with 
vegetation. As Sara starts to run deeper into the forest, 
Laki halts, refusing to follow her. 


LAK] You must not go in there. You will wake the spirits. 


SARA (S/opping) Really? (Suddenly excited) Then that 
means we might see one! Come on! 

Sara takes his arm, pulling him along with her. Laki 
reluctantly follows, but continues lo look around ner- 
vously. 

A huge TIGER steps out of the forest. stopping just a few feet 
in front of them. Sara and Laki freeze as the enormous 


animal GROWLS at them, its breath fluttering the wisps of 


hair from Sara ’s face. 


Sara is too scared to speak. Laki eyes the terrifying beast 
and slowly begins to sing a beautiful Indian folk song. . . 
The TIGER GROWLS again, but Laki continues. Sara ner- 
vously whispers to him. 


SARA W-What are you doing? 
LAKI Ssh... Sing and he will not hurt you. 


Laki repeats the song, and Sara limidly joins in, singing it 
in English. A warm wind suddenly moves through the for- 
est, and the tiger seems calmed by the song. Slowly, it 
furns and walks away. 


Sara watches this in amazement. She looks over at Laki 
and smiles. The WIND blows harder, WHISTLING through 
the stone ruins. 


LAKI Listen, Sara... The wind is singing back. 
SARA | wonder what it’s trying to tell us... 


A gust of wind swirls the leaves at their feet, and we 
FOLLOW the current as it sweeps THROUGH the temple 


and moves deeper INTO the forest, leading us to. . . 


RAMA 
bent over the wounded gazelle. His hands move over the 
gazelle's body, healing it. 


Hanuman, a monkey, watches with interest from a tree 
branch above. 


Rama lifts the gazelle to its feet and sets it free. It runs off 
into the woods. A gust of wind blows. Rama lifts his head 
and looks back to where he left Sita, sensing that some- 
thing is wrong. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. SARA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Sara is fast asleep, lost in her dreams of the magical for- 
est. Crewe leans INTO FRAME and kisses Sara's fore- 
head. Sara awakens, and smiles when she sees her 
father sitting beside her. 


CREWE I'm sorry | woke you up. 
SARA No. I'm glad you did. 


CREWE | didn't mean to come home so late on our last 
night. 


SARA It's all right. You're here now. 
They speak almost like lovers. 


CREWE Big day tomorrow. Almost like going on an adven- 
ture, isn’t it? 


Sara nods bravely. Crewe smiles, but his pain is obvious. 


CREWE | promise we'll spend every minute together until 
we reach New York. 


Sara smiles back at him, then notices a wrapped gift on 
her bed. 


SARA Whiat is that? 

CREWE Open it and see. 

Sara sits up and unwraps a book: The Ramayana. 
SARA /he Ramayana! 


CREWE The greatest of Indian legends . . . In there is every 
story | ever told you. 


SARA And now | can tell them to myself as if you're really 
there... Except I'll never be able to do all those voices as 
good as you. Especially the monsters. 


CREWE Well, the monsters have this sort of squeaky, nasal 
quality... 

Crewe wrinkles up his nose. speaking the last line in a 
nasal voice. 
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SARA (Mimics him) Like this... 


CREWE A bit more wrinkled . . . “Oh, cursed prince, thou 
hast drawn thy last breath.” 


SARA “Oh, cursed prince, thou hast drawn thy last breath.” 
CREWE Perfect. You'll do just fine. 


They giggle, then realize it is another signal of their 
separation. Crewe gently brushes a lock of hair from 
Sara s face. 


SARA Daddy . . . Maya told me that all girls are princesses. 
CREWE Maya is a very wise woman. 
SARA ‘hen it’s true? 


CREWE You can be anything you want to be, my love . . . As 
long as you believe. 


SARA What do you believe? 
Crewe smiles at her tenderly. 


CREWE | believe that you are, and always will be, my little 
princess... 


CUT TO: 

EXT. SIMLA MOUNTAINSIDE - DAY 

A caravan of tongas carrying Crewe, Sara and their be- 
longings makes its way down the beautiful landscape. 
Sara looks back to see her home disappear FROM VIEW. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. DOCK - INDIAN PORT - DAY 

A blistering hot day. The dock is crowded with Indian 
servants, porters and merchants catering to the throngs 
of travelers. At the edge of the dock, a ramp leads up to 
the deck of a ship. 


Sara sits in a tonga, wiping the sweat from her brow as 
she eyes the chaos with keen interest. Crewe stands 
nearby, overseeing their luggage loaded onto the ship. 


Sara feels a cool breeze touch the back of her neck. 
Curious, she turns around, and focuses on... 


RAM DASS, an Indian man, standing amidst the crowd 
of people, silently watching Sara. A monkey sits on his 
shoulder. 


As Sara stares back at Ram Dass, a group of people pass 
in front of him. When they clear, Ram Dass is gone. The 
ship's HORN BLASTS. 


CUT TO: 

WORLD GLOBE 

A line, beginning at the coast of India, starts to move 
across the oceans... 


SUPERIMPOSED on the map are MOVING IMAGES. ... 
An anchor being pulled up . . . the ship leaving port... 
The India coast FADING FROM VIEW . . . 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. SEA - CLOSE-UP - WAKE OF SHIP - TWILIGHT 
The moonlit waters churning BELOW us. 


EXT. SHIP DECK - TWILIGHT 
Sara, leaning on the deck railing, lifts her eyes to the 
horizon. 


SARA'S POV - HORIZON 

Amidst the faded glow of the sunset, stars have begun to 
emerge in the deep purple sky. A man’s hand MOVES 
INTO FRAME. As it opens, a gold locket drops, dangling 
in FRONT of us from a long chain. 


Sara, in awe of the beautiful locket, gently takes it from 
Crewe. 


CREWE | gave this to your mother on our wedding day . . . 
| want you to have it. 


Sara looks at her father, too moved to speak. She slowly 
opens the locket and finds two pictures: One of Crewe, the 
other of her mother, whom we recognize as Princess Sita 
from Sara’s fantasy. 


SARA She was so beautiful . . . 


An ORCHESTRA starts to play lovely MUSIC from inside the 
ships ballroom. Crewe lakes the locket and starts to fasten 
it around Sara’s neck. She looks up into his eyes. 


SARA What did you love most about her? 


CREWE Mmn... . tough question . . . (Smiles, remember- 
ing) | loved the way her eyes lit up when she laughed, just 
like yours do . . . | loved the sound of her voice when she sang 
me the Indian folk song. . . 


Crewe takes Sara’s hands, slowly starting to dance to the 
MUSIC. 


CREWE .... But | think, more than anything else, I loved 
dancing with her. 


Smiling adoringly at each other, Sara and Crewe waltz 
gracefully along the empty, moonlit deck. 


EXT. SEA - TWILIGHT 
The ship cruises under the star-filled sky... 


DISSOLVE TO: 

WORLD GLOBE 

A line continues to mark the journey, arriving at last in 
New York. 





EXT. NEW YORK HARBOR - DAY 
The ship glides past the Statue of Liberty . . . 


CUT TO: 

EXT. GRAMERCY PARK ~ DAY 

A horse-drawn carriage enters the tree-lined square and 
parks in front of a large brownstone. Sara and Crewe get 
out. As Crewe pays the driver, Sara slowly walks up the 
brownstone steps and reads the plaque near the front 
door. 


CLOSE-UP - PLAQUE 
Reads: “MISS MINCHIN'’S SEMINARY FOR GIRLS. 
Established 1856. 


BACK TO SCENE 

Sara looks back at Crewe, then takes a deep breath and 
rings the DOORBELL. She steps back, looking up at the 
towering brownstone as if it were a prison. 


SARA'S POV 

On the second floor, a w.ndow is pushed open as 
BECKY, a black servant girl of 12, tries to air out a room. 
She looks out to see the carriage heading off. 


BACK TO SCENE 

As Sara watches Becky, Crewe walks up. He squeezes 
Sara's hand and the front door opens. AMELIA MINCHIN, 
a plump, perpetually flustered but cheerful woman, 
greets them. 


AMELIA Hello! You must be Captain Crewe! (Shaking his 
hand too vigorously) My, you do look rich! 


sara and Crewe share a look. Amelia catches herself. 


AMELIA Oh, pardon me, please come in! 


CUT TO: 

INT. FRONT HALL - DAY 

Amelia escorts Sara and Crewe into a polished, austere 
foyer. 


AMELIA \\y sister will be down presently. We were just 
preparing the young lady's room. Your beautiful things 
arrived this morning. 

CREWE Thank vou...uh... 

AMELIA 0)! Heavens! Amelia... Amelia Minchin. 


Amelia shakes Crewe’s hand all over again. Sara cant 
help but grin at the spastic woman—maybe this place 
won't be so bad after all. 


But, at that moment. a voice is heard at the top of the 
slalrs. 


MINCHIN /0..8.) Captain Crewe. 


All eves turn to MISS MINCHIN, a respectable, severe, and 


rather pinched-looking woman of 45. She descends the 
staircase. displaying a somewhat sinister charm. 
MINCHIN How delightful to meet you. And this must be 
little Sara. My, what a beautiful child. 


Crewe beams, but Sara immediately eves Minchin with 
SUSPICION. 

AMELIA | was just telling the Capt— 

MINCHIN Thank you, Amelia, that will be all. (Szeelly, fo 


Crewe) Now, won't vou both follow me? 


INT. PARLOR - DAY 
Minchin leads Crewe and Sara through the parlor. 


MINCHIN (Classes begin promptly at eight o'clock. We 
cover all the subjects—literature, math, science and, of 
course, both French and Latin. 


CREWE (hi, well, Sara speaks fluent— 


MINCHIN Lunch is served at 1:30, after which we take our 
daily walk. 


Minchin heads out to the front hall. Crewe and Sara share 
d grin. 


INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY 
Crewe and Sara follow Minchin down a long hallway. 


MINCHIN Study hall is from 4:30 to 6:30, followed by a 
light supper. And then, before bedtime, we read from one of 
the classics —something the children always look forward to 
with great anticipation. 

sara grimaces slightly, already dreading the thought. 
Minchin beads over to the closed classroom door. 


MINCHIN Sundays are a day of rest. Students are allowed 
to write—only to their parents—and, of course, we attend 
church. Have you any questions? 





Crewe opens his mouth to say something when Minchin 
turns and opens the classroom door, leading them into . . . 


INT. CLASSROOM - DAY 

The schoolgirls, ranging in age from 6 to 12, turn around 
when Minchin enters with Sara and Crewe. The French 
teacher, MONSIEUR DUFARGE, is sound asleep behind 
his desk. Aghast, Minchin coughs loudly. Monsieur 
Dufarge awakens with a start. 


MONSIEUR DUFARGE 0h. uh | |. (Coughs) Je 


mange, tu mange, il man— 
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MINCHIN Excusez-moi, Monsieur Dufarge .. . Girls, | 
would like you to say hello to our new arrival—Miss Sara 
Crewe. 

GIRLS (4 slow drone) Hello, Sara. 


MINCHIN (70 Sara) You must tell them all about your 
exciting life in India. (70 Crewe) No doubt she'll be our most 
popular student in no time. 


Totally embarrassed, Sara glances shyly at the girls. 
LAVINIA, 12, narrows her eyes on Sara, clearly perceiving 
her as a threat. 


Minchin leads Crewe to the window, ber back to the girls. 


MINCHIN Now, there are certain rules governing behavior 
that should be made quite clear. The first is the Communica- 
tion Rule. We feel that concentration is one of the greatest 
lessons to be learned. Therefore, except during free time, each 
girl is bound on her honor not to communicate with another, 
either by word, look or manner . . . 


Sara sees Lavinia reach for the braided pigtail of a pudgy 
girl of 9, ERMENGARDE, who is seated in front of ber: 
Lavinia slyly dips the pigtail into her inkwell. 

MINCHIN The Order Rule teaches the girls to attend to 


their rooms, while the Tidiness Rule helps them in caring 
for their personal appearance . . . 


Lavinia, pleased with her prank, turns to glare at Sara 
in. an obvious challenge. 


MINCHIN These rules are strictly enforced, but | can 
assure you, Captain Crewe, the results are well worth the 
effort. Our reputation for sending the most poised and 
charming young ladies into society is one of the highest. 


Minchin turns to the girls, who straighten up and smile 
sweelly. 


CREWE | ve no doubt. 


MINCHIN (ying Sara’ locket) Mso, 'm atraid jewelry 
and such finery are not allowed. 


Sara touches her beloved locket, thinking quickly. 


SARA Well... how about if | wear it in my room, during 
my free time? 


The girls gasp at Sara’s bold defiance. Minchin looks at 
them, aware that her authority is being challenged. She 
eyes Crewe for help. 

MINCHIN Well, if you absolutely insist. 

Crewe’ smile at Sara clearly indicates where his alle- 
giance lies. 

SARA | clo. 


Ihe girls are shocked. Minchin s nostrils flare slightly as she 


suppresses her outrage al Crewe support of his daughter s 
impudence. But she manages a sickeningly sweet smile. 


INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY 

Becky is mopping the hallway floor. As Minchin leads 
Sara and Crewe past her, Sara looks back at the young 
servant girl. 


MINCHIN And this is something we're fortunate to have . .. 
Our own little park, right here in the school . . . 


EXT. GARDEN COURTYARD — DAY 

A small stone courtyard, with a few pathetic trees and a 
wooden bench near the garden. Minchin steps outside 
with Crewe and Sara. 


MINCHIN Isn't it delicious? 


Sara glances around at the bare shrubs and wilting 


flowers, and it’s all too clear what she’s thinking. 


Oblivious, Minchin sits down on the bench, crossing her 
legs with a sudden feminine, almost coquelltiso, air. 


MINCHIN And now | come to the part that I find most. . . 
how shall I say . . . delicate to broach. Payment— 


CREWE (hi, ves. My solicitor-—Mr. Barrow—has instruc- 
tions to send payments to you promptly every month. 

Sara sneaks a look back inside at Becky, whose SHOES are 
SOUISHING as she mops the long hallway. 


CREWE Whatever Sara needs, you just let Mr. Barrow know, 
and he'll send you the necessary funds. 


Crewe hands a business card to Minchin, who is ecstatic. 


MINCHIN Thank you so much, Captain Crewe, for handling 
this with such aplomb. (Giggles like a schoolgirl) Vm afraid 
money matters are just not a woman's forte. 


Sara rolls her eyes. 

CUT TO: 

INT. SARA'S BEDROOM - DAY 

Minchin leads Crewe and Sara into a large, beautifully 


decorated bedroom, filied with toys, books and elegant 
furnishings. 


CREWE (hi, this is splendid. 
MINCHIN [1's our largest suite. 


CREWE Thank you for all the care you've taken, Miss 
Minchin. | want Sara to feel as much at home as possible 
while I'm away. No expense should be spared. 


Minchin watches with distaste as Crewe looks adoringly al 


Sara. 





MINCHIN (4 sarcastic smile) Of course not... Now, I'll 
let you two say your goodbyes. I’m sure you don’t have much 
time before your boat leaves. 


Minchin exits. Crewe sits down and gently lifts Sara onto 
his lap, wrapping bis arms around her. 


CREWE We'll write to each other every day. (Hugging her 
fighter) Do you like your room? | made sure it was the 
best—with corner windows and a fireplace . . . 


Sara smiles weakly, too sad to care. 


CREWE And see, with all your toys and clothes moved in, it’s 
just as if vou were really— 


Crewe stops, realizing his words aren't convincing either 
of them. The look on Sara’s face breaks bis heart. Beat. 


CREWE You know, | think I saw something . .. On that chair 
over there. 


Sara glances over to see a doll’s foot sticking out from 
behind a chair. She slowly crosses to it and sees . . . 


A beautiful doll, “Emily,” sitting in the chair. Sara picks 
up the doll and stares at it without expression. 


CREWE She came all the way from France to be with you. 
Her name is Emily. 


SARA (Sadly) Emily... 


Crewe realizes his mistake in assuming a doll could cure 
his daughter's sorrow, and be knows he has to dig deeper 
to help her. He walks over and kneels down next to Sara. 


CREWE You know, dolls make the very best friends. Just be- 
cause they can’t speak, it doesn’t mean they don’t listen . . . 
And did you know that when we leave them alone in our 
room... they come to life? 


With that, Sara herself comes to life, shaking her head in 
awe. 


CREWE Jes. But before we walk in and catch them, they 
return to their places, quick as lightning. 


SARA Why don't they come to life in front of us so we can 
see? 

CREWE Because it’s magic. Magic has to be believed. That's 
the only way it’s real. 


Sara looks down at Emily with a new respect. Crewe 
reaches out and tenderly strokes Sara’s hair, his heart 
beginning to break. 


CREWE Whenever you get afraid, or you miss me terribly, 
just tell Emily. And she'll get the message to me wherever | 
am. (As his voice cracks) ... And then I'll send one back 
right away, so that when you hug her, you'll really be getting 
a hug from me. 


Although Sara is comforted by this, Crewe looks ready to 
cry. Sara watches him bow his head. It’s the first time shes 
ever seen him close to tears, and though it shocks her 
to witness the crumbling of a man she believed invul- 
nerable, it also gives her strength. She gently takes bis 
hand. 


SARA It's okay, Daddy . . . I'm going to be fine. 
Crewe looks up at Sara, and knows this is true. 


CREWE | know. 


As his eyes search Sara’s face, we see in them not only a 
profound love for her, but also a deep admiration at how 
truly special she is. 


CREWE God, I'm so proud of you . . . Don't ever forget that, 
sweetheart. Promise? 


Sara nods, never taking her eyes from his. Beat. 
CREWE What are you doing? Memorizing me by heart? 
SARA No. | already know you by heart. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. MINCHIN SCHOOL - TWILIGHT 

Crewe walks up to the waiting carriage. He turns to look 
up al... 


Sara, standing at her bedroom window, watching Crewe 
leave. 


CREWE (So/il)) Goodbye, Princess . . . 


INT. SARA'S BEDROOM - TWILIGHT 
Sara clutches Emily as she watches Crewe's carriage 
head oft. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. FOREST - DAY 

Rama returns to find the circle empty. As he falls to his 
knees, we PAN UP TO a tree branch to see the monkey, 
Hanuman, watching him. 


FADE OUT 


FADE IN: 

INT. DINING HALL - MORNING 

The girls are all seated around a large table, talking about 
Sara. 


Two 6-year-olds: RUTH & LOTTIE. 
RUTH She hasn't come out of her room yet. Did you see all 
her toys? 


LOTTIE (Staring at Ruth's head) \ want your hair ribbon. 109 
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lwo 8-year-olds: JANE & JOSEPHINE. 

JANE Her father grows crackers or something. They're very 
rich. 

JOSEPHINE Jhey must be. Everyone | know eats crackers. 
lwo 10-year-olds: BETSY & GERTRUDE 


BETSY Her father is British. | heard he’s best friends with 
the King and Queen. 


Lavinia, the mean, two-faced bully from the classroom. 
sits across from them, next to her sidekick, JESSE. 
LAVINIA Hah! Well, | heard he was thrown out of India 
because people died from eating his poisoned crackers. 
JESSE (Emphasizing for Gertrude) Poisoned crackers. 
GERTRUDE /) ining) Really? | once had an aunt who 
died from eating poisoned string beans. 

LAVINIA Oh, who cares about her. 

Miss Minchin enters. Lavinia quickly puts on her sweetest 
smile. 

MINCHIN Good morning, girls. 

LAVINIA & OTHERS (j0od morning, Miss Minchin. 


MINCHIN As you know, we have a new pupil with us, and 
I'd like vou all to make her feel right at home. 


CUT TO: 

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - MORNING 

Late, Sara rushes out of her bedroom, tying her hair rib- 
bon. She closes the door, pauses, then turns to peek 
through the keyhole. 


SARA'S POV THROUGH KEYHOLE 
Emily, the doll, sits quietly in her chair. 


SARA (0.5) Boy, she’s fast. 


INT. STAIRCASE/FRONT HALL - MORNING 

Sara hurries down the stairs, but stops when she notices 
several hanging photographs of past graduating classes. 
Intrigued, she searches the faces, finally finding that of 
her mother - the same woman in the locket and in Sara's 
fantasy, but a few years younger. 


MINCHIN (0...) Sara! 
Sara jumps. Minchin stands at the bottom of the stairs. 


MINCHIN We are not accustomed to delaying everyone's 
breakfast for one student. 


SARA (Descending the stairs) Vm sorry, Miss Minchin. But 
| found— 


- 


MINCHIN You re not the only child here, Sara. You must 
remember that. 


Sara ts about to explain when the front door opens and 
Monsieur Dufarge enters. Minchin addresses him in stilt- 
ed French. 


MINCHIN Bonjour, Monsieur Dufarge. Comment éles- 
vous aujourd but? 


MONSIEUR DUFAKGE (1! ficine al ber error) Yes. 


ves, good morning. 


MINCHIN | trust you remember our newest pupil from our 
visit to your class yesterday... Sara, this is Monsieur Dutfarge. 
You will begin French lessons with him this afternoon. 


SARA (Disappointed) Oh... Do | have to? 


MINCHIN Sara! You most certainly do! Now apologize to 
Monsieur this instant for your rudeness. 


Monsieur Dufarge blows his nose, totally disinterested 
SARA but |— 
MINCHIN Now! 


Sara obliges. She turns to Dufarge and speaks in fluent 
French: 


SARA Jovisieur, je regrette. mais je sais parler Francais. 


Jai etudié en Inde avec mon pere, qui habitait a Paris 


quand il etait un petit gargon. 
Minchin and Dufarge are stunned by this exhibition. 
MONSIEUR DUFARGE "his child doesn’t need to learn 


French. She practically 7s French. Says she learned it from 
her father. 


MINCHIN (S/eainig) | understood perfectly well what she 
said, Monsieur. 


SARA I'm sorry, but we tried to tell you. 
MONSIEUR DUFARGE Perhaps she can tutor the 


younger children... She might even be able to help you with 


your pronunciation, Miss Minchin . . . Are those sausages | 


smell? 


Dufarge follows his nose to the kitchen. Minchin stares al 
Sard. 


MINCHIN | hope you enjoyed your little joke at my ex- 
pense. 


SARA But | didn't mean to— 
MINCHIN Go to breakfast. And not another word. 
Sara reluctantly exits. Minchin watches her resentfully. 


CUT TO: 
INT. DINING HALL - MORNING 





Sara is seated among the girls, self-consciously aware of 
their silent stares. Becky moves around the table putting 
oatmeal into their bowls. She serves Sara, who smiles at 
her kindly. 


SARA Thank you. 


The girls are aghast al her kindness to a servant. Even 
Becky looks shocked, nearly dropping ber tray. 
MINCHIN Sara, there’s no talking at the table. 

sara looks around at everyone eating in silence. 

SARA (Murmuring to herself) Doesn't seem natural. 
MINCHIN (?eered) | won't say it again, 

Humbled. Sara starts to eal. Lavinia smiles smugly at ber. 
but several of the other girls. including Ermengarde. 
Betsy and Gertrude, regard Sara t ith a new appreciation. 
Life at the school ts beginning lo look a little more inter- 
esting... 


CUT TO: 

INT. PARLOR - CLOSE-UP - DOZEN PAIRS OF LITTLE 
HANDS - MORNING 

_.. reaching into the air. 


AMELIA (0.5.) Reach for the sky... Then down to the 


toes... 


Amelia leads the girls in calisthenics. They are lined in 
rous of five. with Amelia demonstrating in front. 


AMELIA lp to the sky... then down to the toes. 


Lavinia. standing directly hehind Sara, nudges Jesse to 
watch. When Sara bends down, Lavinia reaches out and 
pushes Sara s behind. causing ber to bump heads with 
Amelia. 


AMELIA Oh. Sara dear, do be more careful. 
SARA /ul— 


AMELIA Ah, ah, ah—remember our Communication Rule: 
No speaking either by word, look or manner . . . Okay, girls, 
jumping jacks... One, two... 


4s Amelia flaps ber pudgy arms up and down, the girls 
follow suit. Sara glances hack at Lavinia, who smiles vic- 
foriously. 


CUT TO: 

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY 

Sara is seated toward the back of the classroom. Minchin 
listens to the girls recite math tables. Going down a row: 


BETSY Seven times six is 42. 


ee 


GERTRUDE Seven times seven Is 49. 


ERMENGARDE seven times eight is... 58. No, no... 
54... No, wait... 


Ermengarde nervously lugs al the buttons on her dress. 


sara watches ber sympathetically. mouthing the correct 
answers lo bersell. 


ERMENGARDE 55’ 

Minchin gives Ermengarde a cold stare. 

MINCHIN Or 72... 0r 95... oF \2. 

The girls snicker. Ermengarde is completely humiliated. 


ERMENGARDE | 11) sorry, Miss Minchin. | studied for 
hours last night. Honest, | did. 


MINCHIN | find that very hard to believe . .. And | imag- 
ine your father will as well. 


ERMENGARDE (//ori/ied) Oh, please dont tell him, 
Miss Minchin. | promise l'll-— 


MINCHIN Lavinia, you may continue. 
LAVINIA (Syirbing) Seven times eight is 50... 


As the girls continue, Sara looks over al Ermengarde, who 
ix beet-red and trying desperately not to cry. AS her chest 
heaves. the buttons on ber dress strain agamst her pudgy 
waist. One of them pops off. and Sara watches it roll 
across the floor... 


CUT TO: 

EXT. GARDEN COURTYARD - DAY 

The girls play in groups ground the courtyard. Sara sits 
alone on the wooden bench, reading The Ramayana. 


Ermengarde, also alone, whispers math tables to herself. 
Lottie sits in the garden, plucking petals off each flower. 


Sara eyes the two girls, taking note of their status as Out- 
casts. Her attention is drawn to some GIGGLING nearby. 
She turns to see... 


Lavinia and her gang stare at Sara, whispering, about her. 
Sara lowers her eyes, trying to focus on her reading. 
Suddenly, Amelia appears at the door. 


AMELIA Sir! Miss Minchin would like to see you in your 
room right away. 


Bewildered. Sara looks over at the grinning Lavinia and 
realizes that she must have something to do with this. 


CUT TO: 
INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY 
Sara walks apprehensively to her bedroom door. 111 
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INT. SARA'S BEDROOM - DAY 

The room is in shambles, with clothes and toys strewn 
about. Amidst the mess stands Minchin, silently caress- 
ing a gorgeous silk cape of Sara's. She slowly wraps it 
around her shoulders, fastening its richly beaded collar 
around her neck. 


Sara pushes the door open and steps inside. Her eyes 
survey the mess, then fall on Minchin. Unaware of Sara’s 
presence, Minchin stands before a full-length mirror, 
admiring herself in Sara's luxurious silk cape. Sara watch- 
es her for a moment, unsure of what to make of this. 


SARA \liss Minchin? 


Minchin whirls around, quickly tearing the cape off. 
Humiliated at being caught, her rage at Sara only in- 
CTOUSES. 


MINCHIN This room is a disgrace! | want it picked up 
immediately. Is that clear? 


Minchin throws the cape onto a chair and storms toward 
the door. 


CUT TO: 

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY 

Lavinia and Jesse stand at the top of the stairs, listening. 
Hearing Minchin’'s anger at Sara, they cackle with mania- 
cal joy at the success of their prank. As Minchin exits 
Sara's room, they quickly run downstairs. 


CUT TO: 

INT. SARA'S BEDROOM - DAY 

Sara sadly kneels down and begins to clean up. A vase 
of peacock feathers has been knocked over, and Sara 
lifts a feather off the floor, staring at it... 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. RAVANNA’S PALACE - TOWER - DAY 

A live peacock, its glorious tail feathers shimmering, 
struts across a lavishly decorated room, filled with opu- 
lent cushions and rich, colorful tapestries. 


We PAN ACROSS TO where Princess Sita sits by a win- 
dow, fingering the gold locket around her neck. 


EXT. RAVANNA'S PALACE - TOWER WINDOW - DAY 
As Sita stares sadly out the window, we PULL BACK to 
reveal that her room is actually a tiny prison at the top of 
a tower... And we PULL BACK FURTHER to reveal . . . 


RAVANNA'S PALACE - 

An architectural wonder rising out of the forest, with 
giant columns supporting many levels of luxurious, open 
rooms. 


And below Sita’s window walks Ravanna, guarding his 
palace. 


SARA /1/0.) Dear Daddy . . . | miss you already . . . 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. SARA'S BEDROOM - LATE AFTERNOON 

Sara, having straightened up her room, is curled up on 
her window seat with Emily, writing a letter to Crewe. 


SARA (1/0.) ... Things are fine, except that everybody here 
seems to be mad at me... in the same way that Clara and 
her mother back home were always mad . . . | don't see how 
you can go from one end of the world to the other and still 
meet the same people . . . 


Sara pauses, fingering the gold locket around her neck. 
She glances out the window and notices something on the 
street below. 


SARA'S POV THROUGH WINDOW 

In front of the brownstone next door, an old man in a 
wheelchair - Charles Randolph - is saying goodbye to 
his son, a young soldier in uniform, whose back is 
TOWARD us. A carriage waits nearby. 


In the shadows of the brownstone doorway, we faintly 
make out the silhouette of a man in a turban, silently 
observing the scene. And though we can’t see his face, 
he seems strangely familiar to us. 


Oblivious to the man, Sara watches tearfully as the sol- 
dier hugs his father goodbye. A teardrop falls onto her 
letter to Crewe. 


CLOSE-UP - LETTER 
The ink blurring as Sara's tear hits it. . . 


SARA /1/0.) | love you with all of my heart, and can’t wait 
for the day when you come back to me . . . Your Sara. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. SOLDIERS’ CAMP - CLOSE-UP - SARA'S LETTER 
TO CREWE - TWILIGHT 

A dirty pair of hands holds the stained letter as raindrops 
fall onto it. WIDEN to reveal. . . 


Captain Crewe . . . hunched over, reading Sara's letter as 
a light RAIN falls around him. He is a changed man, his 
face pained and weary. VOICES of other soldiers in the 
camp mix with the sound of far-off EXPLOSIONS. Crewe 
finishes the letter and raises his eyes to the... 


HORIZON ... illuminated by the distant EXPLOSIONS. 


Crewe notices a young soldier seated nearby, shaking 
with fear... His eyes meet Crewe's. 





The sounds of BATTLE SLOWLY DISSOLVE INTO a 
CHILD'S voice CRYING... 


CUT TO: 

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - LATE AFTERNOON 

Lottie is writhing on the floor, throwing a full-scale 
tantrum. A frantic Amelia tries in vain to calm her down. 


AMELIA Now, now, Lottie... you mustn't get so upset . . . 
Lottie precious . . . sweetheart. Here, play with your music 
box... 


Amelia winds up a little MUSIC BOX but Lottie kicks and 
screams without pause. Amelia changes her tack. 


AMELIA Oh, you wicked, detestable child . . . I'll shake 
you, I will. . . I'll throw you out the window and you'll be 
trampled by a horse! (Changes fo pleading) Oh, please, Lot- 
tie dear... Please stop screaming . . . How about a cookie? 
Would you like that? 


Lottie wails even harder and Amelia rushes downstairs to 
fetch a cookie. A second later, Sara’s bedroom door opens, 
and Sara steps into the hallway, calmly eyeing Lottie on 
the floor. 


SARA You know, it’s very hard to study with you carrying on 
like this. 


LOTTIE | want my mama!! 
SARA You'll see her soon. 


LOTTIE No. | won't! She’s dead. And I won't ever see her 
again! 


Sara walks over to Lottie. 

SARA Well, | don't have a mother either. 

Lottie suddenly stops—surprised and interested. 
LOTTIE You don’t? Where is she? 


SARA In heaven, with my baby sister... But that doesn’t 
mean I can’t talk to her. I tell her everything, and | know she 
hears me. 


LOTTIE How? 

SARA Because . . . because that’s what angels do. 
LOTTIE Your mama's an angel? 

Sara kneels down next to her. 


SARA (f course. And so is yours. With wings of silk and a 
crown of golden roses. 


Lottie’s eyes grow wide as Sara makes it up as she goes 
along. 


ANGLE - STAIRCASE 


Becky walks up the stairs, pausing as she hears Sara's 
story. 


SARA And they all live together in a castle .. . 


Sara glances at a painting on the wall: a vase full of 


flowers. 
SARA... . A white castle surrounded by hundreds of flowers. 
The MELODY of the MUSIC BOX plays softly. 


SARA And the music there is so beautiful, you. . . you can 
float on it. 


ANGLE - ERMENGARDE’S DOOR 
It opens slightly as Ermengarde listens from inside her 
room. 


SARA And the angels ride to little windows in the clouds 
where they can watch over us and send us messages. 


Becky peeks over the top stair, lost in Sara’s words. 


SARA 0)f course, you can't hear the messages if you're kick- 
ing and screaming as loud as you were. (Off Lolties worry) 
But they always try again, just in case we've missed it. 
Lottie cheers up at this. Just then, Becky's SHOE SQUEAKS 
on the stair. Sara turns and spies Becky, who jumps up in 
fright and heads for the door leading up to the attic. 


SARA Hey, wait... 

But Becky is too terrified. She disappears up the attic stair- 
Case. 

LOTTIE That's Becky. She's not allowed to talk to us. 
SARA Why not? 

LOTTIE She's a servant girl... and she has dark skin. 
SARA So? 

LOTTIE (Confused) Well... doesn’t that mean something? 


INT. ATTIC STAIRCASE - LATE AFTERNOON 

From the top of the dark staircase, we see the door 
below slowly open. Sara looks up, then starts to head up 
the stairs. 


INT. BECKY'S ATTIC ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON 

Sara gently pushes the door open and tiptoes in. CAM- 
ERA PANS ACROSS the bare, dingy room, then STOPS 
OMe. 


Becky, seated on her cot, oblivious to Sara's presence. 
As she takes off her worn shoes, we see that her feet are 
swollen and blistered. Becky pulls a thick chunk of ice 
out of her pocket and starts rubbing it over her aching 
feet. 
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Sara watches this silently, full of pity for Becky. Sudden- 
ly, a BOARD CREAKS under her. Becky turns and sees 
her, jumping to her feet and dropping the ICE, which 
SHATTERS to the floor. 


SARA Oh, I’m sorry... 1 didn’t mean. . . 


BECKY Is there anything | can do for you, miss? I just came 
up to change my shoes . . . 


Sara eyes Becky's swollen feet and realizes that the poor 
girl is merely changing from one worn-out pair of shoes 
fo another. 


SARA No... no, there’s nothing. 


BECKY Well, then... begging your pardon . . . but we'll 
both be in trouble if you stay. 


Sara nods and leaves the room. Becky watches her guard- 
edly. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. GARDEN COURTYARD - DAY 

All the girls are putting on their coats, giggling and talk- 
ing as they prepare for their afternoon walk. Minchin 
steps outside. 


MINCHIN All right, girls, pair up... pair up. 


Each girl scrambles for her best friend. Ermengarde steps 
back, knowing that no one will want to partner with her. 
Sara finds herself alone as well, and glances at Ermen- 
garde. Given no other choice, the two girls move beside 
each other at the end of the line. 


Lavinia, in front as usual, motions Jesse to look back at 
Sara. They snicker at Sara’s misfortune to be paired with 
Ermengarde. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. MINCHIN SCHOOL - DAY 

The girls file out the front door to a beautiful, crisp, 
autumn day. 


CUT TO: 

INT. BECKY'S ATTIC ROOM - DAY 

Becky wearily enters and finds a prettily wrapped box 
with a note on her cot. She opens the note and reads: 


SARA (1.0.) Dear Becky . . . I'm sorry. Hope we can still be 
friends . . . Sara. 


Becky unwraps the box and discovers a pair of furry slip- 
pers. Though somewhat wary of the gift, she nevertheless 
takes off her worn shoes, and slides her feet into the slip- 
pers. Her eves roll back in ecstasy. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. FIFTH AVENUE — DAY 

Minchin leads her girls on the walk. Sara looks around like 
a child in a toy store, utterly captivated by all she sees. 


The upper-class streets of 1914 New York: tall, elegant 
buildings; horse-drawn carriages; wealthy men and 
women strolling with their manicured dogs; shop win- 
dows displaying the latest fashions . . . It’s all so new and 
different from her home, Sara finds it magical . . . Her 
attention is suddenly caught by a storefront window. 


CLOSE-UP - WINDOW DISPLAY 

A stuffed elephant sits on a pile of sand. CAMERA PANS 
ACROSS the window display to reveal a stuffed tiger and 
an Indian snake charmer playing to a toy cobra. At the 
bottom of this India tableau is a sign with “$5.95" 
crossed out and replaced by “$3.95." 


MINCHIN /0.5.) Keep up, Sara! 


Sara turns from the window and hurries to catch up to 
the group. 


CUT TO: 

INT. PARLOR - NIGHT 

The girls are gathered on the floor as Ermengarde takes 
her turn reading aloud from a dry English novel - The 
Nobleman’'s Daughter. Minchin and Amelia listen sleepi- 
ly from their chairs. 


ERMENGARCDE ... Sir Edward saw the sorrow in his 
daughter's eyes, but he knew that family honor must prevail 
at all costs. “I beg of you, Charlotte,” he said. “Remember 
your duty to the name of Newcastle. Marry Sir John in the 
spring as he has asked.” 

All the girls look desperately bored. One is blowing bub- 
bles with her saliva, another is twirling her hair. Gertrude 
is asleep, as usual. Only Sara is trying hard to follow the 
dull tale, her brow knitted in concentration. 


MINCHIN Thank you, Ermengarde. Sara, you may take 
your turn. 


Ermengarde hands the book to Sara, who reads: 


SARA Charlotte turned to her father and said, “Father, you 
are right. | must put away my foolish fancies and childhood 
wishes. | must take my place among those who are more wise 
than... 


Sara stops, disturbed by what she is reading. She glances 
at the bored faces around her and decides to tailor the 
ending. 

SARA “But... But I simply won't do it.” 


A few of the girls perk up at this. 
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SARA “I'm sorry, Father, but when | marry it will be for 
love!” And with that, Charlotte ran from the house . . . 


Several girls nudge the ones still sleeping lo wake up and 
listen. Amelia suddenly looks more interested. Minchin, 
however, is still off in another world. 


SARA Waiting outside for her was the handsome stable boy, 
Pierre, whom Charlotte secretly adored. Together they jumped 
onto a horse and made their daring escape. 


Everyone ts wide awake now, hanging on Sara every 
word. Minchin slowly begins to sense something wrong 
with the story. 


SARA With an army of men chasing them, Charlotte and 
Pierre finally made it to the coast, where they quickly set sail 
for the island of Tahiti. . . 


Minchin knows she hasnt heard this before. She gets up 
and walks toward Sara. 


SARA Halfway there, the ship was attacked by a band of 
pirates! 


The girls gasp. Minchin grabs the book from Sara and 
begins to thumb through it, searching for this particular 
passage. Sara calmly continues her story. 


SARA Rather than be eaten alive, Charlotte and Pierre 
threw themselves overboard . .. But the dark, raging waves 
were just as deadly as the pirates, and as they began to drown, 
Charlotte and Pierre held each other close and swore their 
undying love . . . 


Enraplured, Amelia starts fanning herself. Minchin 
searches frantically through the book. 


SARA Then, just when all seemed lost, a group of mer- 
maids appeared, and rescued 





Minchin throws the book down in exasperation. 
MINCHIN S/op! ... What do you think you're doing?! 


SARA Well, 1... | just couldn't bear to see Charlotte marry 
that awful man, so | imagined a different ending. 
MINCHIN (Scorn/ully) You imagined it? 

SARA (Nodding innocently) Don't vou ever do that, Miss 
Minchin? . . . Believe in something just to make it seem real? 


Minchin initially assumes that Sara ts baiting her about 
the silk cape she tried on, but the innocent look in Sara’ 
eves reveals that she is asking an honest question, the 
nature of which infuriates Minchin all the more. 
MINCHIN (i//er/)) | suppose that’s rather easy for a 
child who has everything. 

Sara is chilled by the scorn in Minchin’s voice. 
MINCHIN Well, from now on, there will be no more 


“make-believe” during reading hour or any other time at this 
school. Is that understood? Now, all of you go to bed this 
instant. 


As the girls reluctantly trudge off to bed, Minchin glances 


over at Amelia, who is still dreaming of Charlotte and 
Pierre. 
MINCHIN And stop drooling, Amelia. You look like a 
puppy. 


CUT TO: 

INT. STAIRCASE/UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT 

Sara, Ermengarde, Betsy and Gertrude are the last to 
head up the stairs. They whisper excitedly. 


BETSY | ve never heard a story like that in my whole life! 
ERMENGARDE (4¢/)/ri71¢/)') | bet you know lots of 


them, don’t you, Sara? 

Minchin reprimands from the bottom of the stairs. 
MINCHIN | want silence up there! 

Peeved, Sara leans over the railing. 


SARA We have got to do something about this Communi- 
cation Rule. 


MINCHIN Sai! 


As Minchin storms off. the girls gigele. 


BETSY Hey, | have an idea. After Minchin goes to bed, we'll 
sneak into your room and you can show us what a real story is. 


GERTRUDE/ERMENGARDE ()/) ves, ves! 
BETSY How ‘bout it, Sara? 
SARA Well... maybe if it’s just you three. 


CUT TO: 

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY — NIGHT 

Minchin comes up the stairs and enters her bedroom. 
As soon as her door shuts, Betsy, Ermengarde and 
Gertrude poke their heads out of their rooms. 


INT. SARA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 
Sara opens the door, and the three girls sneak in, imme- 
diately in awe of Sara's room. 


Sara starts to close her door, but it is pushed open as Lot- 
tie and Ruth tiptoe in and join the others. Again, Sara 
moves to close the door, and once again it is pushed open, 
this time by three more girls, who hurry in excitedly . . . 


INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT 
As Sara's door finally closes, the sound disturbs Minchin, 
who pokes her nose out her door. Seeing the empty hall- 





way, she returns to bed. 


CUT TO: 

INT. SARA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

A brief time-jump finds Sara surrounded by the other 
girls as she holds them captive with her story: 


SARA... the evil Ravanna locked the Princess away in his 
palace tower... There she stayed for many weeks, just star- 
ing out her window, missing Prince Rama terribly. Then, one 
day, a bird came to her. . . 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. RAVANNA'S PALACE - TOWER - DAY 

As Princess Sita stares longingly out her window, a bird 
flies to her and perches on the sill. Sita pets the bird, 
whispering to it. 

The bird seems to listen to her, then flies away. Sita 
watches it soar off into the forest. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. FOREST —- DAY 

Rama stares sadly at the empty circle, when the bird flies 
up and starts singing in Rama's ear. 


SARA (1.0.) Singing in his ear, the bird told Rama what 
had become of his beloved Sita... And he began to lead the 
Prince to Ravanna’s palace . . . 


The bird flies off. Rama smiles and follows him. 


EXT. SKY - DAY 
The bird flies across a blue sky... 


SARA /1.0.) Dear Daddy . . . How are you? | have some 
good news. | have found a place for myself here . . . 


CUT TO: 

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY 

At the top of the stairs, Sara holds Emily while she ties a 
hair ribbon on Ermengarde, who nervously bites her nails. 


SARA (1.0.) Ermengarde is a sweet girl, but she’s terribly 
afraid of her father... 


ERMENGARDE (S/i//ed accent) Bonjour, Papa. Je suis 


fres contente de vous voir. 
SARA Perfect... There, you look just like Emily. 
ERMENGARDE \\y f.ther hates dolls. And he hates com- 


ing here. Savs he doesn't belong. 
SARA Then why does he send you here? 


ERMENGARDE /S/)r7/us) Because he wants me to belong, 


INT. FRONT HALL/STAIRCASE - DAY 
It is Visitor's Day. The front hall and parlor are crowded 
with parents reuniting with their little girls. 


Ermengarde and Sara descend the staircase, stopping on 
the bottom step to view the scene. 


In the corner stand Ermengarde’s parents — kind and 
respectable, though obviously from a lower class than 
the other well-dressed parents. They hang back from the 
crowd, feeling shyly out of place. 


Ermengarde looks at them nervously. Sara gently nudges 
her. 


SARA Go on. It ll be okay. 

Ermengarde takes a deep breath and walks over to her 
parents. Her MOTHER is overjoyed to see her. 
ERMENGARDE’S MOTHER ())), sweetheart... You 
look so pretty. 

Ermengarde smiles and timidly turns to her FATHER. 
ERMENGARDE’S FATHER ((i:cirded. wicasy) Well, 
little girl... How’s my hard-earned money being spent? 
ERMENGARDE (Swii//ows) Bonjour. Papa. Je suis tres 
contente de vous voir. 


Ermengarde’s Father pauses... then his eves suddenly 
well up. Losing all awareness of the snobs around him, he 
starts gushing. 


ERMENGARDE’S FATHER \\\ little gir! spoke French! 


She spoke French, she did! . .. Right to my face! 


He lifts the shocked Ermengarde up in a bear hug and 
whirls ber around. Buttons start popping off Ermen- 
garde s dress. 


Sara watches from the stairs as Ermengarde’s Father car- 
ries his daughter proudly off to the parlor. Sara smiles and 
looks around... 


Betsy and Gertrude chat happily with their parents. 


SARA (1.0.) (/1 letter lo Crewe) Betsy and Gertrude are 
lots of fun. 


Lottie stands with her widowed father, who introduces her 
to his new girlfriend. Lottie shyly shakes ber hand. 


SARA /1'(0.) And so is little Lottie... 


Lavinia and Jesse are with their snotty parents, whispering 
about Sara as they sneak glances at her. 


SARA (1/0) The older ones can be a problem. I'm not sure 
what happens to a girl when she turns 12, but it’s awful. 


sara clutches Emily, trying to ignore them. Becky runs by 
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and drops something in Sara’s pocket on ber way up the 
slairs. 

SARA (1/0) Oh... | almost forgot. There's one girl I par- 
ticularly like . . . 

Sara pulls a cookie out of her pocket. She smiles and looks 
up to the top of the stairs, where Becky does a little dance 
fo cheer Sara up. 

SARA (1/0) It’s wonderful having a secret friend. In a way, 
| feel closer to her than to any of the other girls . . . 


As Becky runs off. Sara turns back to the front hall. 
Glancing al the visitors entering the front door, Sara sud- 
dently pales. 

Through the crowd of passing people. we glimpse the back 
of a man whose hair and stature look remarkably similar 
lo Crewe s. 


EXT. MINCHIN SCHOOL - DAY 

As Sara runs out, the man turns to face her. . . it is not 
her father, after all. Her hopes dashed, Sara sadly sits 
down on the stoop, holding Emily as she looks out at the 
spring day. 


SARA (1:0.) Today was Visitor's Day... | wish you could 
have been here . . . 

Sara squeezes Emily to her chest. 

SARA (1°0.) . .. | hugged Emily extra hard, just to make 


sure you got the message. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. BATTLEFIELD TRENCH —- CLOSE-UP - CREWE’S 
MUDDY FACE - DAY 

His eyes closed, as if he’s feeling Sara’s hug. 


SARA 1/0.) .. . Please don’t get hurt. And please remem- 
ber every day how much I love you... Your Sara. 


LANGFORD (0.5. ) Captain! 


Crewe opens his eves and jumps to his feet. LANGFORD, a 


fellow soldier, hurries up to Crewe. 


LANGFORD Colonel Harding just radioed in. The enemy 
line is advancing, and our orders are to retreat immediately 
and await reinforcements. 


Crewe looks around the trench: bodies of dead soldiers lie 
in the mud. What few troops are left look scared and 
numb. 


CREWE All right. Start moving out. 
LANGFORD \es, sir. 


Langford and the other troops move off down the trench. 
Crewe grabs his gear and starts to follow bebind them. 




















when he suddenly hears a weak GROAN at his feet. Crewe 
kneels down. 








Ihe Young Soldier we saw earlier in camp lies semicon- 
scious in the dirt, wounded and shaking with fever. Crewe 
calls out to bis men. 


CREWE L.ingford! | need a medic here! 


Bul Langford and the others have already moved out of 
earshot. Crewe takes off the topcoat of his uniform and 
puts it on the soldier. He lifts John onto his back and 
resumes his retreat down the trench. The sound of PLANES 
begins to HUM... 


EXT. SKY —- DAY 
Four German bombers move into formation in the dis- 
tance... 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. SKY - DAY 
The bird flies through the air. 


SARA (1/0.) ... The bird flew high and fast, leading Rama 
to the Princess... when suddenly . . . 


CUT TO: 

EXT. FOREST - DAY 

Ravanna, the ten-headed demon, pulls back his bow- 
string and lets an arrow fly into the air. 


EXT. SKY - DAY 
The arrow hits the bird, which falls like a stone. 


CUT TO: 

INT. SARA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

All the girls are gathered in Sara's bedroom for what by 
now has become a nightly ritual. They are horrified by 
this latest chapter in Sara's story. 


GIRLS Oh), no! 


CUT TO: 

INT. LAVINIAS BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Lavinia sits at her vanity, while Jesse combs her hair. Her 
gang otf girls sit around, looking bored. Excited “Ooh’'s” 
and “Ah's” come from Sara's room. Everyone but Lavinia 
listens longingly. Beat. 


ROSEMARY That's it! | don’t care what you say about 
Sara's stories—they've got to be more fun than watching 
vour hair being combed! 





She leaves. Outraged, Lavinia haughlily sticks her nose in 
the air. 


LAVINIA Well, if anyone else feels the same way, | think 





you should leave, too. 


Lavinia says this as a dare, assuming no one will call her 
bluff. But all the girls except Jesse immediately race out 
the door. Furious, Lavinia sees that Jesse is tempted to fol- 
low them. 


LAVINIA Jesse, if you make one move toward that door, you 
will eat my hairbrush. 


Jesse swallows hard and resumes combing Lavinia ’s hair. 


CUT TO: 

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY — NIGHT 

Becky pretends to dust the paintings on the wall as 
Lavinia’s gang passes by and sneaks into Sara's room. As 
soon as they are out of sight, Becky moves to Sara's 
door, listening to the rest of the story. 


SARA (\.0.) After he killed the bird, the evil Ravanna put 
ten more arrows into his bow, and sent them into the air. . . 


Becky loses herself in the Indian tale. . . 


CUT TO: 
INT. SARA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 
The girls, including Lavinia’s gang, are totally transfixed. 


SARA The arrows flew through the sky and into a clearing 
where Rama stood . . . 


CUT TO: 
INT. FOREST CLEARING - DAY 
Rama watches as the ten arrows land at his feet. 


SARA (V.0.) As they hit the ground, they released giant 
clouds of yellow smoke . . . 


Rama stands in terror as clouds of yellow smoke begin to 
engulf him. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. BATTLEFIELD - DAY 

Across the deserted battlefield, giant columns of yellow 
smoke mark the spots bombed by the Germans’ poison 


gas... 


EXT. TRENCH - DAY 

Crewe carries the Young Soldier on his back, moving as 
fast as he can through the trench. As the sound of 
PLANES GROWS CLOSER, Crewe freezes. 


EXT. SKY - DAY 
The four German bombers fly directly TOWARD us. 


EXT. TRENCH - DAY 
Crewe quickly lowers the Young Soldier off his back. As 


the ROAR of enemy planes INCREASES, he pulls himself 
and the Young Soldier against the wall of the trench, try- 
ing to stay out of sight. 


The German bombers fly right over the trench. Crewe 
holds his breath, expecting the worst. . . 


Suddenly, TWO EXPLOSIONS BLAST to the left, fol- 
lowed by TWO MORE BLASTS to the right. 


Terrified, Crewe looks to the left and sees yellow gas 
moving toward him through the trench . . . He looks 
right, and sees another cloud of yellow gas moving 
towards him. 


Crewe ties a handkerchief around the Young Soldier's 
face and tries to hoist him out of the trench. The two 
flanks of gas meet, and Crewe begins to choke. 


Deciding it would be easier to pull rather than push the 
Young Soldier out, Crewe climbs out, then lies on his 
stomach and pulls the soldier's body up the side of the 
trench wall. But he starts choking, losing conscious- 
7 oe 


CLOSE-UP - CREWE’S HANDS 

Straining to pull the Young Soldier out . . . until we begin 
to see the life ease out of them. They relax, then let go... 
the Young Soldier slides back into the trench. Crewe's 
hands remain still and lifeless . . . 


DISSOLVE TO: 

CLOSE-UP - BIRTHDAY CAKE 

with 12 candles. Sara's face leans INTO FRAME and 
blows out the candles. OVER APPLAUSE, we PULL BACK 
to reveal: 


INT. PARLOR - LATE AFTERNOON 

The room is decorated for Sara's birthday party. Minchin 
and Amelia observe as the girls stand around a table, 
waiting for Sara to cut the cake. 


LOTTIE | want a big piece! 


LAVINIA Oh, hush up, Lottie. (Sarcastically to Sara) Vm 
sure Princess Sara will give everyone a fair share . . . Right, 
Princess? 


Sara looks surprised. Lottie gives her a sheepish look. 
LOTTIE | told her that’s what you were. 


SARA Well, not just me. A// girls are princesses. (Sweetly fo 
Lavinia) Even snotty, two-faced bullies like you, Lavinia. 


Lavinia fumes. The girls giggle. Even Amelia cant help 
hut chuckle at this. Minchin shoots Sara a disapproving 
glare and is about to chastise her when the front DOOR- 
BELL RINGS. Minchin exits to answer it. 
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INT. FRONT HALL - LATE AFTERNOON 
Minchin opens the door to see a tall, bearded man - 
MR. BARROW. 


BARROW Miss Minchin? 
MINCHIN Yes... May | help you? 


BARROW | im Mr. Barrow. (Off ber blank look) Captain 
Crewe’s solicitor. 


MINCHIN 0h! Oh, yes! Do come in—we're just celebrat- 
ing little Sara’s birth— 


BARROW May | speak with you in private? 
MINCHIN Oh. Yes, of course. Right this way. 


INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - LATE AFTERNOON 
Becky peeks into the party and makes a sound to get 
Sara's attention. Sara looks over and smiles when she 
sees Becky in the doorway. Becky gives her a tentative 
wave, when she suddenly hears Minchin’s FOOTSTEPS 
APPROACHING. She quickly runs off. 


Minchin leads Barrow into her office. He remains in the 
doorway. 


MINCHIN Before you begin, Mr. Barrow, may I just say that 
Sara is quite the favorite around here. We went to great 
lengths to make this a special day for her . . . I’m afraid your 
check to us this month will be rather large. 


Minchin attempts a charming giggle. 

BARROW (So/er/)') There will be no check, Miss Minchin. 
Minchin’s voice and face instantly lose their cheer. 
MINCHIN Excuse me? 


Beat. Barrow steps into her office and closes the door. 


CUT TO: 
INT. PARLOR - TWILIGHT 
The birthday party is in full swing. 


Amelia plays Chopin on the piano. The older girls play 
with Sara, who wears a blindfold over her eyes as she 
tries to tag the other children. 


Amelia, enjoying the festivities, suddenly lets loose on 
the piano and breaks into a jazzy number. Ermengarde’s 
chubby finger touches the piano keys as she timidly 
begins to play a harmony to Amelia's rag. Thrilled, 
Amelia scoots over on the piano bench, inviting Ermen- 
garde to join her. Ermengarde takes a seat, and the two 
of them start rocking the room with lively music. 


The party takes on a whole new level of excitement as the 
girls react to the jazzy tune: the older ones tap their feet 


and swing their hips as they continue their game; the 
younger ones start dancing around with joyous abandon. 


Amidst all the merrymaking, Minchin enters, watching 
from the doorway with ice-cold malice. She walks over 
to the piano and slams the lid down on the keys. Amelia 
and the girls fall silent, terrified by Minchin’s look. 


Still wearing the blindfold, Sara is oblivious to what's 
going on, and she continues to laugh as she reaches out 
her hands. Minchin steps up and rips the blindfold off. 


MINCHIN The party is over. | want everyone to go to their 
rooms this instant. 
SARA But, Miss Minchin, we 


MINCHIN Sara! (/ci/y) You will stay behind. | have some- 
thing to tell you. 





Sara is frightened by her tone. Minchin turns to the girls. 
MINCHIN Move! 
The girls scramble out the door. 


MINCHIN Amelia, go to Sara’s room and find a simple 
black dress. If she has nothing suitable, borrow one from the 
other girls. 


AMELIA But, sister 
MINCHIN Do as | say! 





Amelia is shaken to her roots. As she exits, Minchin slowly 


furns back to Sara. 
SARA Why will I need a black dress, Miss Minchin? 


MINCHIN I'm afraid | have some bad news, Sara. Your 
father has... Your father... (Harder than she thought) \s 
been discovered that your father has died. He was killed in 
battle several weeks ago. 


Weak and pale, Sara sinks into the nearest chair. 


MINCHIN |'m sorry, but that’s the reality of the situation, 
and there’s nothing anyone can do to change it. 


Sara goes into shock, staring ahead. 


MINCHIN What's more, the war has sent his company into 
bankruptcy, leaving you penniless, without any money. And 
since you have no relations to speak of, this puts me in a ter- 
rible position . . . 


SARA'S POV - WINDOW 

A small crack zigzags through one of the panes. RAIN- 
DROPS and wet autumn LEAVES begin to PELT the other 
side of the glass. And THROUGH these is seen a clock 
tower, rising above the rooftops. 


Minchin is unnerved by Sara's silent stare. 





MINCHIN What are you staring at?! Don’t you understand 
what | am saying?! You are alone in the world unless | decide 
to keep you here out of charity! 


ANGLE - BECKY 
hiding outside the doorway, listening to Minchin. 


MINCHIN Because of the expenses you have incurred, 
everything you own now belongs to me . . . 


Sara sits motionless, staring oul the window. THUNDER 
RUMBLES. 


MINCHIN Your clothes, your toys—everything. Though it 
will hardly make up for the financial losses I have suffered. 


CAMERA ZOOMS IN ON the crack in the window pane . . . 


MINCHIN From now on, you must earn your room and 
board here. 


We MOVE THROUGH the crack as the CLOCK TOWER 
begins to CHIME and Minchin’s VOICE DISSOLVES INTO 
an EERIE ECHO. 


MINCHIN /0.5.) You will be moved to the attic with Becky, 
and work as a servant—cleaning, running errands and 
assisting Mabel in the kitchen. 


Becky watches from the doorway, also in shock at what 
has just transpired. 


CUT TO: 

INT. ATTIC STAIRCASE —- NIGHT 

By the light of a candelabra, we see the shadows of 
Minchin leading Sara up the staircase. 


MINCHIN If you fail to meet the standards of this institu- 
tion, or if you don’t do as you are told, you'll be thrown out. 


They reach the landing. Minchin turns to Sara with an evil 
glare. 

MINCHIN And believe me, Sara. . . The streets of this city 
are not kind to homeless beggars. 

Sara s eyes are wide with lerror. Satisfied, Minchin opens 
the door opposite Becky's room. 


INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM — NIGHT 

Minchin leads Sara into the dark room. It’s even worse 
than Becky's: rotted, wooden planks for walls; cobwebs 
in every corner; a dingy fireplace; and a low, slanting roof 
that leaks from the skylight. 


Sara, now wearing a simple black frock, clutches Emily and a 
small pile of bedding as she stares in shock at the room. 


MINCHIN You should report to Mabel in the kitchen 
promptly at 5am. 


Minchin turns to leave when she suddenly spies something 
sticking out of Sara's bedding. She grabs the pile from Sara 
and opens it. Tucked inside are The Ramayana and the gold 
locket. Minchin picks up the locket and glares at Sara. 


MINCHIN | could have you arrested for taking this. You're 
lucky I let you keep that doll. 


Keeping the locket, Minchin throws the rest of the pile onto 
a small cot against the wall. 


MINCHIN You may have the book . . . But another incident 
like this and I will call the authorities. (/cy) | expect you to 
remember, Sara Crewe—you're not a “princess” any longer. 


Minchin exits, leaving Sara alone in the dark. Sara slowly 


sits on the edge of the cot, frightened by the eerie sounds of 


WOOD CREAKING and WIND BANGING against the SHUT- 
TERS of the small window. WATER DRIPS from the leaky 
skylight, creating puddles on the floor. 


Sara begins to tremble. As her eyes dart around the room 
in fear, they suddenly spy a piece of coal lying on the floor. 
Sara walks over and picks up the coal. 

Slowly, she begins to draw a circle around herself on the 


floor. Then, laying her head down, she curls up in a fetal 
position, as the reality of her loss finally hits ber. 


SARA Ohi, Daddy... 
She breaks, sobbing uncontrollably. 


SARA Daddy... Daddy. . . 


The RAIN against the WINDOW ECHOES the sound of 
Sara's cries, as the CAMERA PULLS BACK, THROUGH 
window and OUT TO... 


EXT. SARA'S ATTIC WINDOW - NIGHT 

As Sara lies within the circle, the CAMERA PULLS BACK 
FARTHER . .. SLOWLY REVEALING that Sara’s attic room 
is at the top of a tower... 


FADE OUT 


FADE IN: 
INT. DINING HALL - MORNING 
The girls sit whispering to each other about Sara's tate. 


Sara exits from the kitchen, carrying a large bowl of oat- 
meal. The girls fall silent. Sara moves as if in a trance, 
numbly serving each of them. Oblivious to Lavinia and 
Jesse's snickering, Sara moves to serve Lottie, who looks 
up at her in confusion. 


LOTTIE Sara, what happened? 
MINCHIN (0.5. ) Sara! 
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Everyone turns to the doorway to find an angry Minchin 
and a guilty-looking Amelia. 


MINCHIN You are to serve the girls without conversation, 
do you understand? (70 girls) Sara will be working here from 
now on as a servant. There is to be no communication ex- 
changed, is that clear? 


The girls nod. Sara continues to serve the oatmeal, her 
eves down. Ermengarde has no idea where to put her eyes 
when Sara arrives at her place, so she just stares at her 
boul... 


CUT TO: 

INT. KITCHEN - MORNING 

Sara enters the kitchen with a tray of breakfast dishes. 
Becky is on the floor, trying to clean up a pot of spilled 
oatmeal as MABEL, the mean-spirited cook, hits her with 
a dish rag. 


MABEL Look at this mess! That's the second time this week! 


Amelia scurries around the room in search of more rags. 
Completely flustered, she hands them to Mabel. 


AMELIA Just get it cleaned up before my sister sees it. She'll 
have an absolute fit— 


The back door suddenly opens, and FRANCIS the milk- 
man enters the kitchen. Amelia instantly changes her 
demeanor, fixing her hair. 


FRANCIS Morning, Miss Amelia. 
AMELIA (Girlish/y) Oh... Good morning, Francis. 


Still holding her tray, Sara watches them flirt as Francts 
unpacks his milk bottles. 


FRANCIS You're looking very attractive today, Miss Amelia 
... if Imay say so. 


AMELIA Oh, well . .. it’s thanks to your milk we're all so 
healthy... You must get tired carrying those bottles around 
all day. 


FRANCIS Not me... . | got two strong arms. Go ahead, feel 
that. 


Francis proudly flexes his wimpy arm—what little mus- 
cle he has droops down. Swooning, Amelia touches his 
biceps and gigales. 

Mabel notices Sara watching them. 

MABEL Hurry up and rinse those dishes! 


Sara scrambles to obey her. 
CUT TO: 


INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY 
Sara stands with a mop and bucket, staring down the 


long hallway ahead of her. She clumsily dunks the mop 
into the bucket, unsure of how this process works . .. 


CUT TO: 

INT. PLAYROOM - CLOSE-UP - A DOZEN PAIRS OF 
LITTLE HANDS - 

reaching into the air. 


AMELIA (0.5.) Reach for the sky... And down to the toes... 
The hands lower OUT OF FRAME. 


CUT TO: 

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY 

Sara has finally finished mopping the long hallway. With 
sweat on her brow, she looks back at the completed 
task. At her feet, the wet mop spreads a puddle of water. 


The door to the playroom opens and the girls exit on 
their way to class. Seeing Sara and all the work she’s 
done, the girls give Sara a sympathetic look as they pass, 
each one careful to avoid stepping in the puddle on the 
floor. 


Lavinia, however, seizes the opportunity and purposely 
steps smack into the puddle. As she walks off down the 
hall, her wet footprints destroy all of Sara's hard work . . . 


CUT TO: 

EXT. NEW YORK STREETS - DAY 

The wind drives a cold rain onto the muddy streets. 
Returning from an errand, Sara carries a package under 
her arm. She hugs a flimsy shawl around her shoulders, 
trying to keep out the chill. 


Sara timidly eyes her surroundings. The sights of city life 
that once fascinated her now seem terrifying . . . Angry 
people brush past her. Carriages nearly run her over. 
Beggars with hollow faces plead for food. A streetfight 
breaks out nearby. 


As she continues down a sidewalk, Sara's shoe lands in a 
deep puddle. Sara slowly pulls it out and sees that her 
foot is soaked from a hole in her shoe. 





Suddenly, a gust of wind blows her shawl off her shoul- 
ders, sending it into the air. With a small cry, Sara starts 
running after it. 


AERIAL VIEW - SHAWL 

being carried through the air, and the tiny figure of Sara 
chasing after it... She leaps over puddles, dodges car- 
riages and sidesteps people on the street. Each time the 
shawl comes down, the wind picks it up again before 
Sara can reach it... 


EXT. GRAMERCY PARK 
Sara chases the shawl into the square. 





EXT. RANDOLPH’S HOUSE —- CLOSE-UP - SHAWL - DAY 
as it lands at a pair of feet on the sidewalk. 


Her head down, Sara reaches to grab the shawl, but sud- 
denly freezes when she spies the odd sight of sandaled 
feet. 


Slowly, tentatively, her eyes travel upward, taking in each 
piece of Indian attire - pantaloons, colorful sash, an 
embroidered vest - until finally, she is staring into the 
face of... 


Ram Dass, the mysterious man from the dock in India. 


A chill goes through Sara as she recognizes Ram Dass 
and is once again held captive by his piercing stare. But 
the spell is soon broken by an anguished cry. Sara turns 
to see: 


Randolph is seated in his wheelchair in the doorway of 
his brownstone. Two soldiers stand before him, watching 
sympathetically as Randolph finishes reading the tele- 
gram they have just delivered. Randolph crumples it in 
his fist and bows his head, weeping. 


RANDOLPH Not my son... Please, God, not John. . . 


Ram Dass leaves Sara’s side and goes to pul a comforting 
hand on Randolph’s shoulder. 


Sara lakes in the tragic scene. Remembering the day 
when Randolph said goodbye to his son, she realizes that 
the young man must have met a similar fate to her 
father’s. As ber face fills with sorrow... 


MINCHIN (0.8.) Sara! 


Sara jumps. Clutching her shawl. she flees back to the 
school, where Minchin awaits alt the door. 


CUT TO: 

INT. KITCHEN —- NIGHT 

Sara and Becky are washing dishes. Sara is so tired, her 
head begins to nod into the sink. Becky catches her. 


BECKY Why don't you go on to bed?. .. It's okay, PII finish 
up. 

Sara ts too exhausted to say anything. As she silently heads 
oul, Becky watches her worriedly. 


CUT TO: 
INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM 
Sara sits on an old crate, looking out the window . . . 


Suddenly, a WOODEN PLANK in the wall CREAKS open, 
and Sara turns to see Becky squeeze through the small 
opening in the wall from her room into Sara's. Becky 
seems startled to see Sara. 


BECKY 0h... | thought you'd be sleeping. 


Sara shakes her head. Becky timidly holds out ber hand to 
reveal a small, hand-sewn pillow. 


BECKY | never got a chance to give you your birthday 
present. . . 


Sara lakes the pillow, studying its many colorful threads 
that design a sun over a river and mountains. 


BECKY It’s a picture of where you used to live. See the blue 
threads . . . that’s the river. And these are the mountains you 
always talk about... 


SARA (Deeply touched) Thank you, Becky. It’s beautiful. 
Becky beams, but her smile fades when she sees Sara 
resume her lonely gaze oul the window. Beat. 

BECKY Sara’... Why don’t vou tell your stories anymore? 
SARA /So/il)) Stories . . . 

BECKY They might make you feel better. 

Sara sadly shakes her head. 

SARA They're just make-believe. They don’t mean any- 
thing. 

BECKY 0h, but they've always meant something to me... 
There were days I thought I'd die ‘til | heard you talk about 
the magic. 


Sara continues to stare numbly out the window. 
SARA There is no magic, Becky . . . 


Becky s heart is in her throat. She quietly turns and heads 
back through the wall to her room. 


Sara sits there a moment, then whispers into the dark. 
SARA Daddy... Can you hear me?... I'm so scared. . . 
Sara picks up Emily off the floor. 


SARA (Can he hear me, Emily? ... (As Emily remains still) 
Oh, you're nothing but a doll! 


Sara tosses Emily aside and hugs her knees to her chest, 
crying. CAMERA MOVES THROUGH the wall and INTO... 


INT. BECKY'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 

Becky lies awake in her bed on the other side of Sara's 
wall. Tears well up in her eyes as she listens to Sara 
crying... 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. GRAMERCY PARK - DAY 

A gray, November day. The trees lining the square are 
nearly bare. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. COURTYARD GARDEN - DAY 
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Sara is raking leaves in the corner of the courtyard as the 
girls pair up for their daily walk. 


Lottie breaks from the group and timidly approaches 
Sara. 


LOTTIE Sara’ 
Sara turns, surprised that someone has spoken to her. 
LOTTIE Are. . . Are you still a princess? 


The question floors Sara. She is unable to answer, as it 


suddenly dawns on her that she no longer believes herself 


lo be one. 


SARA /So///)") Get back in line, Lottie... We'll both be in 
trouble. 


LOTTIE Are you? 
Beal. Minchin steps outside and sees Lottie with Sara. 
MINCHIN Lottie! 


Loltie hurries back to the others. As Minchin leads the girls 
off on their walk, Ermengarde glances back at Sara. 


Sara looks up at ber, but Ermengarde is too afraid to offer 
a smile. Taking this as a rejection, Sara goes back to her 
raking. Ermengarde lowers ber head and follows the 
group out. 


Sara lakes her hand off the rake and slowly opens her 
palm... itis red and covered with blisters. 


CUT TO: 

INT. KITCHEN — DAY 

Sara sits at the kitchen table, hungrily watching Mabel 
scrape the warm leftovers of the girls’ lunch into the 
garbage. She turns her gaze to the cold bowl of mush 
that sits before her and reluctantly picks up a spoon. But 
before she can take a bite, Minchin enters. 


MINCHIN Where's Becky? 


MABEL | sent her out for coal, miss. You'll be needing extra 
in your room tonight. 


MINCHIN /Disgesfedly) Oh, who could possibly sleep any- 
way, with that dreadful old man next door crying his eves out 
every night. 


MABEL Yes, ma'am, he’s a sorry one, all right. | heard from 
his cook that young John is missing in action over in Europe. 


Sara listens lo this. Minchin looks unsympathetic. 


Just then, Becky enters through a side door with a load of 


coal. As she passes Sara, she accidentally knocks a PLATE 
off the table. 


Hearing it SHATTER, Minchin and Mabel whirl around. 


Minchin glares at Becky and starts marching toward her. 
Seeing Becky's lerrified look, Sara quickly jumps to her feet 
SARA I'm sorry, Miss Minchin. It was my fault. 

Becky is shocked. Minchin stops, then turns her glare on 
Sara. 

MINCHIN Well, then... Maybe a night without supper will 
teach you to be more careful. 

Minchin snatches Sara’s bow! of mush off the table. 
MINCHIN Now get to the meat market before it closes! 


Sara looks longingly at the meal she never gol to eal. With- 
outa word. she takes ber shawl and exits the back door. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. MARKETPLACE — TWILIGHT 

Sara wanders through the marketplace. The sights and 
smells of the food make her dizzy with hunger. 





CUT TO: 

EXT. NEW YORK STREET - NIGHT 

Sara carries her packages home. Cold and famished, she 
begins to feel faint. She stops to rest, putting the pack- 
ages down and leaning against a shop window to steady 
herself. Several street beggars are huddled nearby on 
the sidewalk. 


A richly dressed BOY walks by with his mother. Seeing 
Sara, he puts a coin in her hand, thinking she’s a beggar. 


RICH BOY Hlere, little girl. 


Shocked, Sara opens her hand to see the coin. She looks up 
in confusion, but the Rich Boy is already gone. 


Sara slowly turns to see her reflection in the shop window 
and immediately realizes why the Boy gave her 

money: She looks exactly like a beggar. with tattered cloth- 

ing and starving eves. 

Ihrough her reflection, Sara suddenly notices that the shop 


window is filled with bakery goods—pies, tarts, buns, etc. 
Sara looks al the coin in her band. thinking... 


INT. BAKERY — NIGHT 

The BAKERY WOMAN behind the counter looks up 
when she hears the TINKLING of BELLS as the door 
opens. 


BAKERY WOMAN \ji:y | help you’ 


Sara s eyes grow wide at the sight of all the baked goods. 
She looks up at the Bakery Woman and slowly holds the 
coin oul lo her. 


EXT. BAKERY - NIGHT 


Sara exits the shop. Sitting on the stoop, she reaches 
into the bakery bag and pulls out a large, steaming hot 
bun. Eyeing it hungrily, she is about to take a bite when 
she sees... 


A beggar woman walks nearby with a baby in her arms. 
She holds a basket of roses, trying desperately to entice 
the passersby to purchase from her. But they all brush 
past the unkempt woman without even a look. 


Her heart going out to the woman, Sara slowly walks 
over and hands the bun to her baby. The beggar woman 
is shocked at such kindness from a young girl whose 
economic status is so clearly equal to her own, and her 
eyes fill with gratitude. Sara smiles at her, then turns to 
head home. 


BEGGAR WOMAN \\:1it! 


Sara turns back to see the Beggar Woman approach her. 
holding out a single yellow rose from her basket. 


BEGGAR WOMAN Por the Princess... 


Sara lakes the rose, utterly speechless. The Beggar Woman 
nods goodbye and disappears down the sidewalk . . . 


CUT TO: 

EXT. RANDOLPH HOUSE - NIGHT 

On her way home, Sara passes Randolph's house, which 
still displays a black bow on the front door. Sara glances 
in the window. 


Randolph is seated in his wheelchair by the fireplace, his 
head bowed in sorrow and loneliness. 


Sara looks down at her yellow rose, thinking. She walks up 
to Randolph's door and lays the rose on the doorstep. 
Beat. Sara turns and heads back home. 


CUT TO: 

INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 

Moonlight fills the room. Sara lies on her bed, staring 
intently at something. The air is so cold, we can see her 
breath as she exhales. 


In the corner of the room sits a tiny mouse. He stares 
back at Sara, twitching his whiskers. 


SARA Whit is it, little mouse . . .? Are you a prisoner, too? 
CAMERA MOVES THROUGH the wall and INTO . . . 

INT. BECKY'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 

Becky lies on her cot, shivering from the cold. She looks 


at the wall, hesitates, then knocks softly. 


BECKY Sara’... Are you awake? 


INTERCUT Sara and Becky. 


SARA \es. 


BECKY |... | wanted to thank you. . . For what you did in 
the kitchen. 


SARA You don’t have to thank me, Becky. 


Becky thinks for a moment, not wanting the conversation 
fo end. 


BECKY Is it ever this cold where you come from? 

SARA /S0///)') No. 

Becky looks desperate to hear a story, knowing that it will 
comfort both of them. 


BECKY Tell me about it, Sara... Tell me again about 
India... 

Sara hesitates, her spirits still too broken. She glances sadly 
al the pillow Becky made for her. 

SARA Iiilia... 

Despite the sorrow in Sara voice, Becky doesnt give up. 
BECKY Jel! ine. 

Sara reaches for the pillow, running her hand over the 


colorful threads depicting her home. Slowly, the memories 
begin to flood back. 


SARA Well... The air is so hot there, you can almost taste 
hs aa 


BECKY /Syi/es) Mmm. . . | bet it tastes like coconuts. 
SARA (/hinkinig) No, it’s... it's more like spices, really . .. 
Curry, and saffron. . . 

Sensing Sara s spirits rise, Becky continues to push her. 
BECKY Whiat else? 


Her hand still on the pillow, Sara closes her eyes as the 
thoughts of her home seem to empower her. Off her smile. 
a 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. INDIA LANDSCAPE - DAY 

The Himalayas rise in the distance under a hot sun. 
CAMERA PANS ACROSS the plain to where a tiger 
sleeps under a tree. 


SARA (1:0.) Tigers sleep under trees . . . 
EXT. LAKE —- DAY 
A mother elephant and her calf shower water over them- 


selves with their trunks. 


SARA (1°0./ And elephants cool themselves in the lakes. 125 
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EXT. TEA GARDENS - DAY 
Sara and Becky run through the tall grass. 


SARA /1/0.) The warm wind blows through the fields . . . 


Sara and Becky fall to the ground, laughing. They lie on 
their backs and squint up al the sun. 


SARA (1/0.) ... And the spirits ride it, singing as they watch 
down over you. . . 


SARA AND BECKY'S POV 
The bright sun is suddenly blocked by the silhouettes of 
flower petals falling down over us. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - CLOSE-UP - SARA'S FACE 
- NIGHT 

Sleeping soundly, as yellow rose petals fall over her. 


A moment later, the SHUTTER BANGS open. Sara slowly 
awakens to see moonlight pouring through the open 
window. She slowly sits up . . . and is amazed to find her 
bed covered with yellow rose petals. 


Sara gently lifts a petal, smelling its fragrance and brush- 
ing it against her cheek. The SHUTTER BANGS again, as 
a warm wind blows in. And then, from outside comes the 
sound of a MAN'S voice, SINGING the Indian folk song 
... the same song that Laki and Sara sang to the tiger. 


Sara freezes as she recognizes the song. Curious, she 
gets out of bed and goes to the window, looking out. . . 


FULL MOON 
hangs over the city rooftops. 


NEW ANGLE 

CAMERA PANS DOWN TO the window across the alley, 
where we see the silhouette of a man wearing a turban - 
Ram Dass - singing softly into the night. 


SARA 

watches this, the breeze blowing across her face and 
into the room. Sara hears a RUSTLING sound behind her 
and turns to see... 


The yellow ROSE PETALS float through the air, lifted by 
the warm currents of wind. As the SONG continues, 
Sara holds out her arms and begins to dance with an 
imaginary partner. She twirls around the room through 
the falling petals, smiling as she remembers the dance 
with her father on the ship. 


And again, for a brief second, we see Crewe there with 
her, waltzing his daughter proudly around the room with 
a loving gaze. 


As the SONG ENDS, the last of the petals fall to the 


floor. Sara is alone again, but the expression on her face 
is one of peaceful content. The magic is back, and it has 
given her a new strength... 


CUT TO: 

EXT. ROOFTOP - MORNING 

On the roof of the school, the broom of a chimney sweep 
pops in and out of a chimney . . . Suddenly, it drops down 
out of sight, and we hear the ECHO of a small CRY... 


CUT TO: 

INT. KITCHEN - MORNING 

Mabel is busy at the stove while Sara and Becky sit 
before their meager portions of food. But somehow, 
their renewed bond helps them through it. From O.S. 
comes Minchin's angry tirade at the Chimney Sweep. 


MINCHIN (0...) Aah! What have you done”! Clean this up"! 
Francis, delivering his milk, looks around for Amelia. 
FRANCIS Where might Miss Amelia be this morning? 
Amelia rushes in, tying a sash on her dress. 


AMELIA Why, good morning, Francis. (Feigning noncha- 
lance) You're early this morning. 


FRANCIS A working man’s got to be up early if he wants to 
have an effect on the world. 


AMELIA (Swooning) How true. And what a powerful effect 


you have, Francis. 


Sara and Becky try hard not to giggle. Amelia’s eye catches 
this. 


AMELIA Sara... | believe you forgot to take out the garbage. 


EXT. REAR OF MINCHIN SCHOOL - MORNING 
Sara loads the garbage into a bin in the alley behind the 
school. When she finishes, she turns around . . . gasps. 


Ram Dass is standing there. A small monkey is perched 
on his shoulder. Sara is amazed. She calls the monkey: 


SARA Hanuman. 


Ram Dass smiles in surprise at the reference to the Indian 
legend. He bows to Sara with bis hands folded. Sara bows 
back to him. 


SARA Nanasiey. 


Ram Dass is again pleased to hear his native language. 


RAM DASS \asasiey . . . Missy sabib. 


Sara grins al the reminder of her home. Just then, the 
back door of the school opens. Minchin angrily kicks out 
ad CHIMNEY SWEEP. 8. 
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MINCHIN You can forget being paid this week! | told you | 
wouldn't tolerate the slightest bit of soot in this house. And 
there—just look at my boot—it’s filthy! 


CHIMNEY SWEEP But— 
MINCHIN Out! ... Ou/!! 


Minchin slams the door shut. The poor Chimney Sweep— 
thin, tired and covered with dirt—carries his bags of soot 
down the steps and deposits them next to the garbage bin 
near Sara. 


The Chimney Sweep wearily heads off. Sara watches him 
sympathetically, then turns back to Ram Dass... . but 
Ram Dass is gone. 


Sara lowers her eyes and spies the bags of soot at her feet. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. ROOFTOP - CLOSE-UP - BAG OF SOOT - DAY 
carefully being handed up. Sara leans out of her skylight, 
lifting the bag of soot up to Becky on the roof. 


BECKY (Got it. 


Becky pulls the bag up and sets it against a chimney. She 
turns back to help Sara, who struggles to climb out onto 
the roof. 


Suddenly, Sara’s foot slips and she starts to slide off. . . 
Becky quickly grabs her hand, pulling her back up to 
safely. 


CUT TO: 

INT. MINCHIN'S OFFICE — DAY 

Minchin settles into a chair near the empty fireplace. She 
puts her glasses on and starts to correct homework papers. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. ROOFTOP - DAY 

Sara and Becky balance themselves as they carefully 
hoist the bag of soot. As they tip it toward the chimney, a 
few specks of ash enter. 


CUT TO: 

INT. MINCHIN’S OFFICE - DAY 

Hearing the few pieces of soot trickle down, Minchin stops 
her work and bends down to look into the fireplace . . . 


WHOOSH! The entire load drops, engulfing Minchin in 
black soot. 


MINCHIN Adabhh'!! 


CUT TO: 

EXT. ROOFTOP - DAY 

As Minchin's SCREAM ECHOES up the chimney, Sara 
and Becky double over in gales of laughter . . . 


CUT TO: 

INT. DINING HALL - TWILIGHT 

Sara and Becky serve the evening meal. Minchin sits at 
the head of the table, a large book opened in front of 
her, hiding her face from the girls. 


Sara and Becky reach Minchin and hold their platters out 
to her. Beat. Slowly, reluctantly, Minchin lowers the book. 
Despite a scrubbing with soap and water, her face has a 
dark, grayish pallor from the soot, except for two circles 
around the eyes where her glasses had been. 


Amelia and the girls are too flabbergasted to say anything 
at first. But the sight of Minchin is too much for them to 
bear with a straight face, and, one by one, they start shak- 
ing with suppressed laughter. Finally, an audible giggle 
escapes from Lottie. 


MINCHIN ()uiet! 


But Lottie’ giggle is contagious, and several more girls let 
loose, laughing out loud. Lavinia glares at them. 


MINCHIN (:1ic/! 


Minchin now looks like a rabid raccoon, and this sends 
the rest of the girls into absolute fits. Even Lavinia and 
Amelia can no longer help themselves, as the entire table 
roars with laughter. 


Ermengarde looks over at Sara and Becky, who are eye- 
ing each other with calm smiles of complicity. Ermen- 
garde senses that they are behind all this, and she feels 
oddly left out. 


CUT TO: 

INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 

Sara sits on the floor, offering a crumb to the little mouse, 
who timidly hangs a few feet back. 


SARA It's okay, I saved it especially for you . . . Go on, take it. 


Sara lays the crumb down and the mouse slowly creeps up 
fo it. . . Seizing the crumb, he scampers back to his nest in 
the wall. 


Sara smiles, when suddenly she hears FOOTSTEPS climb- 
ing the attic staircase. Sara jumps to her feet, fearing that 
Minchin has discovered who's responsible for the prank. 


But as the door is pushed open, we see Ermengarde wander 
in. She looks from Sara to the room around her. 


ERMENGARDE (//orrified) Oh... Is this where you live? 
SARA You shouldn't be here, Ermengarde. It’s too dangerous. 
Ermengarde s eyes well with tears. 


ERMENGARDE 0h), Sara, why don’t you like me anymore? 
... Did 1 do something wrong? 





SARA (S/unned) No... of course not. I just... | didn’t 
think you wanted me as a friend, now that . . . now that 
things are different. 


ERMENGARDE (hi, Sara, no! .. . I'm sure you could do 
just fine without me for a friend, but . . . | couldn't get along 
without you. 


sara is touched. She feels badly. 


SARA I'm sorry, Ermengarde . . . | should've known you 
wouldn't be like the others. 


The two girls share a smile, when there ts a KNOCK from 
the olver side of the wall. Ermengarde jumps. 
ERMENGARDE What's that?! 

Sara moves over to the wall. 


SARA One knock means I'm here . . . (Avocks livice) Two 
knocks means all is well. (As “ree knocks come back) Three 
knocks means the coast is clear: The demon Minchinweed is 
asleep. 


With that, Becky comes through the wall. 

SARA We have to be careful because sometimes Minchin 
checks the rooms. (70 Becky’) Look, Becky, we have a visitor. 
Becky nods at Ermengarde with a shy smile. 
ERMENGARDE /iello, Becky. 

Ermengarde turns to Sara, completely enthralled. 


ERMENGARDE (josh, it all sounds so adventurous . . . 
Oh, Sara, I've missed your stories so much! Won't you tell me 
what happened to Rama and the Princess? 


Off Sara’s smile, we... 
CUT TO: 


EXT. FOREST CLEARING - DAY 
Thick clouds of yellow smoke fill the forest clearing, 


SARA 1.0.) The smoke from Ravanna’s arrows surrounded 
Prince Rama... 
Hanuman, the monkey, swings down from a tree branch. 


SARA /10.) Hanuman, the monkey, wandered into the 
clearing... Taking a deep breath, he blew the clouds of 
smoke away. 


Hanuman blows, and the yellow smoke disappears . . . 
revealing Rama, lying lifeless on the ground. 


SARA (10.) Rama lay dead on the ground. 


INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 
Becky and Ermengarde are horrified. 


ERMENGARDE \o! He couldn't be! 


sara smiles, then continues. 


SARA But then... a wonderful thing happened . . . 


EXT. FOREST CLEARING - DAY 

The gazelle that Rama once healed wanders up. Seeing 
Rama dead, the gazelle curls up on the ground next to 
him and goes to sleep. 


SARA (1.0.) The gazelle lay down next to him . . . giving 
Rama his own life. 


As the gazelle dies, Rama awakens . . . He slowly stands 
and reaches up to the sky as the life floods back into his 
body. Hanuman watches. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. ROOFTOPS - SUNRISE 

An early spring day. As the sun rises over the city, we 
begin a SLOW PAN ACROSS the rooftops, STOPPING 
a 


RAM DASS 

Seated cross-legged on Randolph's roof, he meditates 
with his eyes shut. Hanuman, perched on Ram Dass’s 
shoulder, suddenly jumps down and runs to the edge of 
the roof. 


EXT. RAM DASS'’S ATTIC WINDOW - SUNRISE 
Hanuman climbs down from the roof to Ram Dass's attic 
window, which lies directly across the alleyway from 
Sara's. A wooden plank connects the two windows and 
Hanuman walks across it. 


INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - SUNRISE 
Sara is lacing up her shoe when Hanuman pushes open 
the shutter. 


SARA Hanuman! 


sara goes to the window and picks the monkey up in her 
arms. 


SARA What are you doing here? 


Sara opens the shutters and looks out at the sunrise. 
Hanuman climbs onto ber shoulder and puts his hands 
over her eyes. Sara giggles. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. FIFTH AVENUE - DAY 

Minchin leads the girls on the daily walk. At the end of 
the line, Ermengarde tells Betsy and Gertrude about her 
visits to Sara. 


ERMENGARDE |__| can't go every night ‘cause Minchin 


might find out. | wait for Sara's signal—then | know it’s safe. 
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GERTRUDE 0h), how exciting... 
ERMENGARDE \\¢ te!! stories or just stay up talking... 


Sometimes | don't leave until after midnight. 

Belsy and Gertrude are terribly impressed. 

BETSY And does Sara understand about us not speaking to 
her? 


ERMENGARDE ())), ves. She pretends Minchin put a spell 
on all of vou to be silent... (Proudly)... But L broke the 
spell because of my courage. 


BETSY Still, we should make it up to her somehow . . . 
(Looks at Minchin) Think... What's the worst thing Min- 
chin ever did to her? 


GERTRUDE She took her locket away. 
Ermengarde stops. Inspired. she turns to the other two. 


ERMENGARDE /)hi:t’s it! That'll be our crusade! 


INT. LAVINIA'S ROOM - DAY 
Lavinia is seated comfortably in her chaise, scowling at 
Sara, who is lugging a load of coal to the fireplace. 


LAVINIA Where have you been? I've been chilled for almost 
half an hour, and | always catch cold in the spring... Hurry 
up and light a fire. 

Sara ignores ber and loads the coal into the fireplace. 


LAVINIA And make sure you don’t touch anything with 
vour dirty hands! 


Sara bites her lip, trying to maintain ber composure. 


LAVINIA U gh—what’s that smell? When was the last time 
vou had a bath? 

That does it. Sara puts the coal down and turns to Lavinia 
with a mad gleam in ber eye. She twitches. moving toward 
Lavinia. 

LAVINIA What are you doing? What's wrong with vour 
face. . .? Stop that! 


As Lavinia huddles at the back of the chaise. Sara begins to 


dance wildly around her. chanting pig-Indian and occa- 
sionally throwing in the words “bald” and “Lavinia,” 
which scares ber victim even more. 


LAVINIA | don't believe in this, so you can just stop it. . .! 
Mop it. | said"! 


Sara abruptly stops her curse, then calmly returns to the 


hrreplace. 


LAVINIA \\ hat did you just do?! 


SARA Oh, just a little curse | learned from a witch back in 
India. 


LAVINIA (Dismissing this) Curse! Hah! (Beat) What kind 
of curse? 

Sara picks up ber coal, pausing before she heads out the 
door. 


SARA You'll see... But | wouldn't brush my hair as much 
if | were vou. 


Lavinia s eves widen in horror as Sara closes the door 
behind her. 


CUT TO: 

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY 

Betsy tiptoes to Minchin’s office door and peeks into the 
keyhole. 


INT. MINCHIN’S OFFICE - DAY 
Minchin puts her coat on as she gives orders to Amelia. 


MINCHIN If the plumber comes while I'm at the bank, 
show him the problem. (Off Amelia's nod) And for heaven's 
sake, Amelia, don’t babble endlessly with the man—he’s paid 
by the hour, vou know. (Off Amelia s nod) Oh, and make sure 
those Latin tests are corrected by the time | get back. 


AMELIA /N/eck/)) Yes, sister. 


Minchin heads for the door. 





EXT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY/FRONT HALL - DAY 
Betsy quickly steps back from the door. As Minchin exits, 
Betsy smiles innocently at her. 


Minchin gives her a strange look, then proceeds to the 
front hall, where Ermengarde is stationed near the front 
door, also smiling. 


ERMENGARDE /$)v¢//)) Goodbye, Miss Minchin. 


Minchin eves her suspiciously, then nods goodbye. As soon 
as she heads oul the door, Ermengarde rushes to the window. 


ERMENGARDE'S POV - THROUGH WINDOW 
Minchin heads off down the sidewalk. 


BACK TO SCENE 

Ermengarde turns away from the window and signals 
Betsy in the hallway. Betsy returns to look through the 
office keyhole. 


INT. MINCHIN’S OFFICE - DAY 

Amelia sits behind Minchin’s desk, as if to test the feeling 
of power. Ignoring the Latin exams, she relaxes way back 
in the chair and daringly puts her feet up on the desk . . . 


INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY/FRONT HALL - DAY 
Betsy steps back from the keyhole and nods to Ermen- 








garde, who in turn nods to Gertrude, positioned at the 
bottom of the stairs. 


Gertrude turns to look upstairs, nodding at. . . 


LOTTIE 
patiently waiting on the top step for her cue. At the signal, 
Lottie takes a deep breath, opens her mouth, and. . . 


LOTTIE Waahhhh' 


INT. MINCHIN’S OFFICE - DAY 
Startled by Lottie’s deafening scream, Amelia falls back- 
ward out of her chair. 


INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY/FRONT HALL - DAY 
Becky exits the kitchen to see Amelia rush out of the office 
and up the staircase to answer the scream. Becky then 
witnesses Ermengarde, Betsy and Gertrude slipping into 
Minchin’s office. 


INT. MINCHIN’S OFFICE - DAY 
The three girls shut the door and start their search. 


BETSY Okay, spread out. The locket has to be in here some- 
where. 


INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY — DAY 
Amelia, clutching her heart as she huffs and puffs up the 
stairs, discovers Lottie wailing on the floor of the hallway. 


AMELIA Oh, no, Lottie, not again! 


EXT. GRAMERCY PARK — DAY 
Minchin puts on one of her gloves as she marches down 
the sidewalk. Reaching into her purse for the other, she 
discovers it missing. Cursing under her breath, she turns 
and heads back to the school. 


INT. MINCHIN’S OFFICE - DAY 
As the girls search every drawer and closet, we see 
Minchin's glove lying on the desk... 


INT. FRONT HALL/ DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY — DAY 
Becky stands near Minchin’s office door, trying to dis- 
cern what's going on inside. Hearing Amelia race down- 
stairs, Becky dashes into the parlor. Amelia tears past 
Minchin’s office to the kitchen. 


INT. KITCHEN — DAY 
Sara is washing dishes when Amelia bursts in. 


AMELIA Sara, come quick! It’s Lottie—I think she’s pos- 
sessed! 


INT. FRONT HALL - DAY 


Minchin walks in the front door. Hearing LOTTIE’S 
TANTRUM upstairs, she shakes her head disgustedly and 
storms toward her office. 


Becky pokes her head out of the parlor to see Amelia 
and Sara rush out of the kitchen and past Minchin. 


MINCHIN Will you please get that child under control? 
AMELIA (Gasping for air) Not to worry, everything's fine! 
As Amelia and Sara head up the stairs, Becky watches in 


horror as Minchin steps up to her office door. 


INT. MINCHIN’S OFFICE - DAY 
Ermengarde finds the locket in a drawer. She holds it up 
excitedly. 


ERMENGARDE | 01 it! 


Just then, the door opens! the girls freeze. 


INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY — DAY 

Becky, desperate to distract Minchin, lets out a loud 
scream. Minchin jumps back from her door, turning to 
Becky. 


INT. MINCHIN’S OFFICE - DAY 
Though the door is wide open, Minchin fails to see the 
girls frozen inside, her head turned to Becky down the hall. 


INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY 
Minchin glares at Becky who struggles for an explanation. 


Behind Minchin, Becky sees Ermengarde, Betsy and 
Gertrude sneak out of the office, shutting the door behind 
them. 


MINCHIN Wel/?! What is it?! 

The girls give Becky a grateful smile as they tiptoe safely 
away. 

BECKY | thought | saw a mouse. 


Minchin grunts disdainfully and turns back to her office 
... running smack into the closed door. 


INT. STAIRCASE/UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY 
Amelia and Sara reach the top of the stairs to find Lottie 
standing there, a huge grin plastered across her face. 


LOTTIE Hello. 


Lottie happily skips past them and down the stairs. Amelia 
collapses on the top step, seriously on the verge of a heart 
attack. 
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AMELIA | swear that child has a pact with Satan to destroy 
me! (Fanning herself) 'm just not cut out for this job. | 
have no patience for children . . . And teaching—all those 
horrible facts to remember—I don't like it at all. 


Sara sits down next to Amelia on the top step. 
SARA You like Francis, though, don't you? 
AMELIA (Shocked) What? Of course not! How dare y 
SARA | think he likes you, too. 

AMELIA (Changing her tone) You do . . .? Really? 


SARA (Nods) Mm-mm. | think you should run away to- 
gether and get married. It'd be terribly romantic. 





Amelia ’s jaw hits the floor, her eves as wide as buffet plates. 


AMELIA What... what an extraordinary thing to say... | 
... 1... (Composing herself) Well, anyway, my sister would 
be furious if she found out. 


SARA So? You'd be long gone by then . . . Living it up in 
some exotic place with that dashing young milkman. 


Amelia lets out a small cry as her eyes glaze over. 


SARA Well, | better get back to work. 


Leaving the dumbstruck Amelia, Sara heads downstairs. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. MINCHIN SCHOOL - DAY 

Sara is sweeping the front steps of the school when she 
hears the TINY CHIRPING of some BABY BIRDS. She 
looks up and sees a nest tucked under the eave of the 
front window. 


Sara climbs up onto the stair railing and peeks into the 
nest... four BABY BIRDS SCREAM for their mother. 
Sara smiles at them, then hears some COMMOTION 
NEXT DOOR. 


RANDOLPH /0().5.) Hurry up, Ram Dass. John is waiting. 


Sara turns to see Randolph seated in a waiting carriage. 
Ram Dass finishes loading his wheelchair, then climbs in 
next to Randolph. 


RAM DASS $a/)i/) must remember 


found might not be John. 


RANDOLPH Well, of course it is. (70 driver) St. Mary's 
Hospital. 


the young man they 





Sara, having heard this exchange, watches the carriage 
head off down the street. Mabel pokes her head out of the 
school’s front door. 


MABEL Didn't | tell you to get to the market? 
SARA \es, ma’am. 


Sara jumps down and hurries off on her errand. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. MARKETPLACE — DAY 

Sara is buying produce from a merchant. Suddenly, a 
GUST of WIND blows through the marketplace, swaying 
the hanging food and tipping over tents. As the vendors 
scramble to steady their goods, Sara looks around, curi- 
ously eyeing the effects of the strange WIND... 


CUT TO: 

INT. HOSPITAL WARD - DAY 

Ram Dass opens the door, and the same WIND BLOWS 
into the large hospital ward. We FOLLOW the current as 
it sweeps through each of the curtains separating the 
long line of beds, until finally . .. 


The last curtain is pulled back by hand, revealing DOC- 
TOR REED, 40s, standing next to Randolph in his wheel- 
chair. They stare at a man asleep in the hospital bed, his 
face turned AWAY FROM us. Around the Man's eyes are 
layers of bandages. In the b.g., Ram Dass can be seen 
standing in the doorway. 


DR. REED He’s suffering from acute amnesia, one of the 
rare side effects of poison gas . . . His eyes will heal in time. 
His memory... who can say? 


RANDOLPH (S/aring sadly) He . . . he’s not my son. 
The DOOR SLAMS shut, and the wind dies. 

DR. REED (Viscouraged) \'m sorry, Mr. Randolph. 
Ram Dass slowly starts walking toward us. 


DR. REED He was found in severe shock, with no coat, no 
identification. Since your son’s was the only name unac- 
counted for, they assumed this must be John. 


Ram Dass steps up to Randolph, laying a hand on his 
shoulder. 


RAM DASS | in sorry, sabi. 


Randolph sadly wheels away, followed by Dr. Reed. Ram 
Dass turns to look at the wounded man asleep in the bed. 
staring intensely at his face for a long moment. . . 


CUT TO: 

EXT. HOSPITAL - DAY 

Ram Dass exits and sees Randolph waiting sadly in his 
wheelchair. 


RANDOLPH All the hoping... You must think me a fool. 
RAM DASS Js it your wish to be wise, sabib? 


RANDOLPH | don't know. | suppose a wise man wouldn't 
have come at all. 


RAM DASS But if he had, he would've looked more close- 


ly upon the soldier's face. 





RANDOLPH And what would he have seen? 
RAM DASS Pain. sahil. (Beat) He needs to be cared for. 
RANDOLPH He's not my responsibility. 


RAM DASS A wise man would remember that this soldier 
was in John’s regiment. If his memory returns, he might tell 
sabib what happened to son. 


Randolph, more interested now, looks at Ram Dass, who 
stares ahead. 


RAM DASS Perhaps sahib would learn that John is in 
British hospital now, wishing that a kind man would take 
him home... away from his pain. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. NEW YORK STREET - DAY 

Sara is walking back from her errand, her eyes to the 
ground. 


The carriage bringing Randolph, Ram Dass and the 
wounded soldier home begins to pass Sara. Ram Dass 
stares out the window at her, as if willing her to look up at 
them... 


CLOSE-UP - SARA 
raising her head in SLOW MOTION to see them pass. 


SARA'S POV 

THROUGH the back window of the carriage, Sara sees the 
heads of the three men, though only Ram Dass is turned 
around to look at her. 


SARA 
Sensing something strange and mystical about the 
moment, Sara locks eyes with Ram Dass . . . until he 


finally turns around. 


SIDE ANGLE - CARRIAGE 

As Ram Dass turns to face forward in the carriage, CAM- 
ERA SHIFTS FOCUS TO the wounded soldier seated next 
to him, REVEALING his face to us for the first time... 
Though bandages still cover his eyes, it is unmistakably 
Captain Crewe. 


Oblivious to this, Sara continues on her journey home .. . 
FADE OUT 


FADE IN: 

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY — NIGHT 

Minchin turns down the lights and goes into her bed- 
room. As her door closes, Betsy, Ermengarde, Gertrude 
and Lottie poke their heads out of their rooms. Nodding 
to each other, they tiptoe in their nightgowns to the attic 
door. 


CUT TO: 

INT. LAVINIA'S ROOM - NIGHT 

Lavinia sits at her vanity, playing with her hair. She picks 
up her brush and gasps when she sees that its teeth are 
filled with balls of hair. Horrified, Lavinia promptly faints 
off her vanity stool. 


CUT TO: 

INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 

Seated on the bed, Becky excitedly holds her hand over 
Sara's eyes as FOOTSTEPS are heard on the attic stair- 
case. 


SARA What's going on? 
BECKY It's a surprise. 


he door opens, and Ermengarde leads Belsy, Gertrude 
and Lottie into the room. The latter three view the attic for 
the first time. Becky takes her hand away so that Sara can 
see the girls. 


SARA What are you doing here? 
ERMENGARDE We brought you something . . . 


Ermengarde waves Becky over, then notices ber compan- 
ions looking around the room in shock, and coughs lo get 
their attention. The five of them, including Becky, quickly 
line up in a row facing Sara. 


ERMENGARDE Princess Sara, we'd like to present you 


with something we rescued . . . 
BETSY In « most dangerous adventure . . . 
GERTRUDE (ur very own crusade. . . 


Lottie steps forward and holds the gold locket out to Sara. 
Sara is overwhelmed. She slowly lakes the locket. 


SARA |... | don’t know what to say .. . You all are the best 
friends anyone could ever ask for. 


Sara embraces them all in a group hug, when suddenly, a 
SCREECH is heard from the window. The girls turn to see... 


Hanuman, perched on the sill, having walked across the 
plank. The girls scream and dive onto the bed, huddling 
there in fear. All except Sara and Becky, who share a grin 
and walk over to Hanuman. 


SARA It's okay. It’s just Hanuman, my little monkey friend. 
LOTTIE W-where did he come from? 
BECKY Right next door—look . . . 


Becky points out the window to the wooden plank linking 
Sara’s room to Ram Dass’s across the alleyway. 


SARA He comes to visit me all the time, don’t you, Hanuman? 


133 





134 


HANUMAN lets out a SOUEFAL. The girls gasp in fascina- 
lion. 


BETSY (Can you really talk to him, Sara? 
SARA Sure... Hanuman, say hello to my friends. 


HANUMAN turns to the girls, bows his head, and SOUEALS. 
lhe girls collapse in fits of hysterical giggling. 


CUT TO: 

INT. RAM DASS'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 

Seated at his window, Ram Dass smiles as he hears the 
GIRLS’ DELIGHT over the monkey. He turns and looks at 
the small bed in the corner of his room, where Crewe lies 
asleep. 


CUT TO: 

INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 

The girls are all on the bed, listening to Sara tell a new 
chapter of her story. Hanuman sits on Sara’s shoulder as 
she begins. 


SARA ... After Prince Rama came back to life, he set out 
once again to rescue his bride... with Hanuman leading the 
way... 


CUT TO: 
EXT. RAVANNA'S PALACE - DAY 
Rama and Hanuman stand before Ravanna's palace, look- 


ing up. 


EXT. TOWER WINDOW - RAVANNA'S PALACE - DAY 
Sita looks out the window, overjoyed to see Rama. 


SARA (1/0.) But then, suddenly . . . 


INT. RAVANNA’S PALACE - DAY 
A giant shadow falls over Rama, who turns to see . . . 


Ravanna’s hideous figure FILLS THE FRAME, each of his 
ten heads displaying a terrifying fury. 


CUT TO: 
INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 
The Girls hold their breath . . . 


SARA Ravanna appeared! 


Hanuman suddenly leaps from Sara’: shoulder onto 
Ermengardes head. the girls scream in fright. 


CUT TO: 

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT 

Minchin pokes her head out of her doorway, having heard 
the noise. She eyes the empty hallway suspiciously, then 
goes back inside. 


CUT TO: 

INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 

Alerted to Minchin’s DOOR, each girl has a hand over 
another girl's mouth to silence themselves. Hanuman 
mimics them from atop Ermengarde’s head. When they 
hear Minchin's DOOR CLOSE again, the girls finally relax. 


SARA Maybe we better save the rest of the story for later. 
Sara picks up Hanuman and goes to the window. The 


girls gather around to say goodbye to him as he heads 
onto the wooden plank. 


EXT. RAM DASS’S WINDOW - NIGHT 
Hanuman walks across the plank and into the waiting 
arms of Ram Dass, who bows good night to the girls. 


EXT. SARA'S ATTIC WINDOW - NIGHT 

Enchanted by Ram Dass, the girls follow Sara’s lead and 
bow back to him. As their heads go down. . . we see 
Minchin step into the room. 


MINCHIN 1 )a/s going on here?! 


INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 

The girls spin around to see an enraged Minchin stand- 
ing there. The girls cower in fear. Sara quickly hides the 
locket in her palm. 


SARA It's not their fault. |... | asked them to come. 


Minchin clenches her jaw and turns to her students first. 


MINCHIN You four, get downstairs immediately. I'll deal 
with you later. 


Belsy, Ermengarde, Gertrude and Lottie scamper out the 
door. 


MINCHIN Becky, you will remain locked in your room for 
the entire day tomorrow without meals. Go! 


Becky hurries out the door and into her room. Minchin 


Jinally turns to Sara, her rage rising. 


MINCHIN And you will perform all her chores in addition 
to your own, without breakfast, lunch or dinner. 


Sara just stares at Minchin, who struggles not to seem 
unnerved. 


MINCHIN It's time vou learned, Sara Crewe, that real life 
has nothing to do with your little fantasy games. It’s a cruel, 
nasty world out there, and it’s our duty to make the best of it 
... Nofto indulge in ridiculous dreams, but to be productive 
and useful. Do you understand what I'm saying? 


SARA Yes, ma'am. 
MINCHIN (Good. 
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Minchin turns to leave. 
SARA But | don’t believe in it. 
Minchin stops, slowly turning around to face Sara again. Beat 


MINCHIN Don't tell me you still fancy yourself a princess 
...(An evil sneer) My God, child, look around you. Or better 
vet, look in a mirror. 


Sara holds her ground, staring steadily back at Minchin. 


SARA | «1777 a princess. All girls are. Even if they live in tiny 
old attics . . . Even if they dress in rags... Even if they aren't 
beautiful, or smart, or young . .. They're still princesses. All of 
us. (Beal) Didn't your father ever tell you that . . .? Didn't he? 


Minchin ts suddenly speechless, as ber wound is revealed 
More than all of Sara’ former riches, it is precisely this that 
Minchin most resents: the innocent belief in the goodness 


of the world and the magic of one’ place in it... A belief 


that can only come from being truly loved by someone. 


Before she can help it, a tear springs to her eve, and 
Minchin defensively averts Sara’ question in the only way 
she knows how. 


MINCHIN (Spifeflly) If | find you up here with any of the 
other girls again, I'll throw you out into the street. 


Minchin storms out of the room. 


INT. ATTIC LANDING - NIGHT 

Becky stands listening in her doorway. As Minchin exits 
Sara's room, Becky steps back. Minchin slams Becky's 
door in her face, locks it. 


Minchin pauses for a moment, allowing herself to feel the 
effects of Sara's question. Then, in an effort to dismiss her 
pain, Minchin stoically wipes the tear away and marches 
downstairs. 


INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 

Sara sits down on her cot and opens her palm to reveal 
the gold locket. As she smiles sadly down at her moth- 
er’s picture, Becky comes through the wall opening and 
sits next to Sara. 


BECKY What are we going to do? A whole day with nothing 
to eat. 

Becky starts to cry. Sara puts an arm around ber 
SARA Don't cry, Becky. 


BECKY !'m scared. If Minchin throws me out, I got no place 
to go. No family . . . Nobody wanting me. . . 


SARA That's not true. I'm here with you. And. . . well, I've 
always thought of us as sisters, 


Becky is shocked to hear this. 


BECKY You have? 


SARA 0f course. We're soul mates, aren't we . . .? Tell vou 
what, let's make a promise right now to always look out for 
each other . . . And to always be sisters. That way, no matter 
what, we'll never be alone. 

BECKY It's a promise! 

Overjoyed, Becky gives her a hug. 

SARA Now . .. what are we going to do about food? 
BECKY Starve, | guess. 

SARA No... There's only one thing to do. We'll eat a great 
feast before we go to sleep. Then, it'll keep us full all day 
tomorrow. 

BECKY Feast? What feast? 


SARA Well, just look around... Don't you see that table 
over there? It’s covered with a beautiful cloth . . . and candles. 
And trays and trays of good things to eat... Come on. Becky, 
try... tell me what kind of food there is . . . 


BECKY But... | don't see any food. 


SARA ‘Try, Becky . . . Just make-believe it... Remember 
what you told me? About the magic . . .? 


Becky thinks, then focuses her eyes on the table. Beat 
BECKY \uffins. 

SARA Good! What kind? 

BECKY All kinds. . . Every kind of muffin God ever made .. 
and all of them hot! 


SARA (ood! (Looks down) Oh, but we're not dressed right 
for such an elegant banquet. 


EXT. SARA'S ATTIC WINDOW - NIGHT 
THROUGH the window, we see Sara pull a sheet off her 
bed and wrap it around herself. 


SARA I'm wearing a long velvet cape with fur on the collar 
... How about you? 


BECKY Well... | always liked diamonds myself... Rings 
and bracelets . . . and a whole dress just covered with ‘em! 


EXT. RAM DASS'’S ATTIC WINDOW - NIGHT 

Ram Dass sits at his window, petting Hanuman. He lis- 
tens to Sara and Becky, deeply touched by their imagina- 
tions. 


INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 
Sara and Becky are now seated at the old crate. Sara pre- 
tends to lift a lid off a tray. 


SARA Mmm . . . Smell those sausages. 








BECKY Oh, | love sausages. 

SARA Now you open one. 

Becky pretends to lift a tray... then suddenly makes a face. 
BECKY Livers! 

SARA Ugh! Do you like livers? 


BECKY Uh-uh! That's just what the magic told me to say . . . 
Doesn't mean I'm going to eat ‘em, though! 


EXT. SARA'S ATTIC WINDOW - NIGHT 

As Sara and Becky laugh over their imagined feast, 
CAMERA PULLS BACK FROM the window . . . and UP 
OVER the rooftops of the city... 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. RAVANNA'S PALACE - DAY 

Rama slowly backs away in fear as the terrifying Ravanna 
advances to kill him... 


EXT. TOWER WINDOW - DAY 

Sita watches this in horror. Realizing that her beloved 
prince is about to die, she takes the locket from around 
her neck and kisses it. Then, she holds it out the window 
and lets it fall. . . 


EXT. RAVANNA'S PALACE - CLOSE-UP - LOCKET - DAY 
falling in SLOW MOTION all the way down. 


As it hits the ground, the locket opens. Out of it rises a 
strange, ethereal shape. We FOLLOW its ascent, PAN- 
NING UPTO... 


SKY 
suddenly darkening with clouds. RUMBLE OF THUNDER 
sets off a DOWNPOUR of RAIN... 


Ravanna reaches Rama, ready to kill him, when sud- 
denly... 


A bolt of lightning descends from the sky and strikes 
Ravanna, who falls over dead. 


Instantly, the storm is over. And as the glorious sunshine 
returns, Rama raises his eyes to Sita in the tower above. 


EXT. TOWER - DAY 
Sita leans out the window, smiling down at her victorious 
Prince as the sunlight pours over her... 


DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM —- MORNING 

Sunlight floods the room over Sara, who lies fast asleep, 
smiling just like Sita in her dream. Her gold locket is still 
clutched in her hand. 


WIDER ANGLE 


REVEALS Becky asleep beside her, with Hanuman seated 
between them. He stares at Sara, as if waiting for her to 
wake up. He gently puts a finger in her ear, but Sara just 
swipes it away. He then tries to tickle her lip, but Sara 
remains asleep. Impatient, Hanuman reaches over and 
tweaks her nose. Sara stirs, opening her eyes halfway. 


SARA Hanuman? 


Sara sleepily feels a thick silk coverlet over her and the 
warm glow of a fire in the fireplace. She closes her eyes, 
smiling at what she believes is a dream. 


HANUMAN jumps off the bed, runs away, and SQUEALS 
O.S. As Sara sits up to see what he’s up to, her face reg- 
isters a sudden shock. 


Her room has been completely transformed: next to a 
CRACKLING FIRE, the old crate is covered with an ele- 
gant cloth and upon it sit trays of food and two ornate 
settings of china. Two brightly cushioned chairs have 
been set up, and on the floor is a plush rug. The walls are 
draped with silk fabric. Flowers are arranged everywhere. 


Stunned, Sara looks down to see that she and Becky 
really are sleeping under a thick down quilt. And laid out 
at the foot of her bed are two pairs of slippers and two 
beautiful robes. 


Sara rises and puts on the new clothes, then slowly 
crosses to the table. Lifting one of the tray lids, she dis- 
covers a plate of sausages. She breathes in the delicious 
smell, then reaches out to touch them with her finger. . . 
they're burning hot! 


Sara suddenly realizes that this isn't a dream, and she 
pales, dropping the lid. The sound awakens Becky, who 
sits up and gasps when she sees the room. 


BECKY 0h, my Lord... | think maybe you went a little too 
far this time. 


SARA It wasn't me. 


Becky sees the extra robe and slippers on the bed. Sara 
nods, indicating they must be for Becky. 


SARA (o ahead. 


Becky takes the robe and slips it on, overwhelmed by its 
softness. 


BECKY | feel like I've been touched by an angel. 
SARA (Lifis a lid) And look . . . just what we ordered. 


Becky smells the sausages .. . absolute ecstasy. But she 
worries: 

BECKY |'m a little scared about all this. . . 

SARA Me, too. Do you think we shouldn't eat it? 
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BECKY | ain't that scared! 


They laugh and dive into the food. As they clear off the ele- 


gant china plates, we: 


CUT TO: 

INT. RAM DASS’S ROOM - CLOSE-UP - PORCELAIN - 
MORNING 

Some identical china arranged on a breakfast tray. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Ram Dass sets the tray of food down by the bed and 
pulls up a chair. 


RAM DASS Jour breakfast, sahih. 

Crewe sits up. bis eyes still covered in bandages. 

RAM DASS | wil! help you. 

Ram Dass places a warm muffin in Crewe’ hand. 
CREWE Thank you... For all your kindness. I'm so sorry to 
inconvenience Vou. 

RAM DASS 11 is nothing, sahib. 

Crewe registers some recognition at the word “sahib.” 
CREWE That word... It sounds so familiar, and vet... | 
don't know what it means. 


RAM DASS I: is not English. We use it where | am from. . 
in India. 


CREWE /So///)) India... 
RAM DASS You know it? 


CREWE (Sfraining to remember) No... everything's a 
blur... Maybe someday PII sort it all out. 


RAM DASS Jou will, said... You will. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. SARA'S ATTIC WINDOW - DAY 

Sara and Becky laugh as they continue to devour their 
food. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. SKY - NIGHT 

A full moon hangs in a cloudless sky. From O.S. is heard 
the WHINNY of a HORSE. PAN DOWN TO: 


EXT. MINCHIN SCHOOL - NIGHT 

The milk wagon is parked out front. In the bushes under 
a window stands Francis, looking up for Amelia. He tries 
several times to whistle, but no sound comes out. Giving 
up, he calls out softly: 


FRANCIS Joo-hoo... 


Instantly, a suitcase comes flying out the window and hits 
Francis right between the eyes. He groans in pain. 


INT. PARLOR - NIGHT 

Amelia, dressed for her adventure, heaves another suit- 
case out the window. We hear FRANCIS GROAN OS. 
Amelia starts to squeeze her large frame backwards out 
the window. 


EXT. MINCHIN SCHOOL - NIGHT 

Francis pales at the sight of Amelia's large behind coming 
down toward him. He holds out his arms, bracing himself 
to catch her. 


INT. PARLOR - NIGHT 

Amelia struggles to squish her body out the window. Sud- 
denly, she hears Minchin's office DOOR SHUT, then 
Minchin’s FOOTSTEPS APPROACH. Terrified, Amelia 
gives one last shove and disappears out the window. From 
O.S. we hear FRANCIS GROAN very loudly. Minchin 
walks past the parlor door. 


EXT. MINCHIN SCHOOL - NIGHT 
Amelia has flattened poor Francis, who lies spread- 
eagled on the ground with a dazed look in his eye. 


AMELIA Francis .. .2 Francis . . .7 


INT. FRONT HALL - NIGHT 
Minchin storms angrily up the staircase. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. MINCHIN SCHOOL - NIGHT 

A SIDE ANGLE REVEALS Amelia and Francis driving off 
in the milk wagon. 


EXT. SARA'S ATTIC WINDOW - NIGHT 

Sara leans out the window, smiling as she watches Fran- 
cis and Amelia run away together. Suddenly, from O.S., 
we hear: 


MINCHIN (0.8.) Where is if?! 


INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM — NIGHT 
Sara turns to see Minchin in the doorway, glaring at her. 


MINCHIN Where is the locket?! 


Shaken, Sara instinctively reaches for her locket around 
her neck. 


MINCHIN Give it to me. 
Sara cant move. 


MINCHIN Give i/ fo me! 


sara tearfully removes the locket and hands it to Minchin. 
Minchin suddenly sees the table set up by the fireplace. She 
raises the gas in her lamp to reveal the gourmet meal that 
Sara and Becky enjoyed that morning. Minchin looks 
around the rest of the room. 


MINCHIN What is all this... .? Where did it come from?! 
SARA |... | don't know. I just woke up and it was here. 


MINCHIN You stole all of it, didn’t you? Just like you stole 
this locket! 

SARA \o! 

Minchin narrows her eyes on Sara, seizing her chance. 
MINCHIN You're nothing but a dirty little thief... (Lean- 


ing in) And it’s my responsibility to protect the children of 
this school from animals like you. 


SARA (Desperate) Miss Minchin— 


MINCHIN Pack your things, Princess. You'll be leaving 
with the police very shortly. 


Sara is too terrified to speak. Minchin turns and leaves, 
slamming the door behind her. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. ALLEYWAY - NIGHT 

The force of Minchin slamming the door causes the 
wooden plank to dislodge from Sara’s windowsill . . . 
CAMERA FOLLOWS the plank as it tumbles in SLOW 
MOTION to the ground below, CRASHING LOUDLY. 


CUT TO: 

INT. RAM DASS’S ROOM - NIGHT 

Crewe is awakened by the CRASH in the alley. He rises 
out of bed and feels his way to the window. THROUGH 
the window, we can see Sara in her room, trying desper- 
ately to unlock her door... . 


Unable to see her because of his bandaged eyes, Crewe 
closes the shutter. He turns back to bed and stubs his 
toe. Frustrated, he begins to take off his bandages . . . 


CUT TO: 
INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 
Sara bangs on the door, but Minchin has locked her in. 


SARA (Crying) No... .! Please... .! Tdidn'tdo it. . .! 
CUT TO: 
INT. MINCHIN’S OFFICE - NIGHT 


Minchin is on the phone to the police. 


MINCHIN |... You heard me. | want her picked up imme- 
diately! 


Minchin looks at Sara’s locket in ber hand and throws it 
angrily against the wall. 


CLOSE-UP - LOCKET 
As it hits the floor, the locket opens .. . 


CUT TO: 

EXT. SKY - NIGHT 

Clouds begin to cover the full moon as a storm starts 
brewing. A wind picks up and THUNDER is heard. 


CUT TO: 

INT. RANDOLPH'S STUDY - NIGHT 

Randolph sits before the fireplace. He is pensive, still 
smarting from his disappointment. Ram Dass enters. 


RAM DASS Would vou care for a brandy, sir? 
RANDOLPH hank you. 


Ram Dass bows and exits. A moment later. Crewe enters, 
walking with a cane, but able to see. 


RANDOLPH Ah), you ve removed the bandages. 


CREWE There didn't seem to be much point. | can see all 
right. (Beal) Would you mind some company? 


CUT TO: 

INT. RAM DASS’S ROOM - NIGHT 

Hanuman leaps up to the window to go visit Sara. But the 
shutter is locked. He scratches at it, trying to get out. He 
finally manages to open it, only to discover that the 
wooden plank is missing! 


CUT TO: 

INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 

Sara cries on her bed. Becky closes the shutters to keep 
out the wind, then tries to comfort Sara. 


BECKY Don't worry. I'm sure they'll believe you. 
SARA No... | have to get away, Becky. 
BECKY But how? My room's locked, too. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. GRAMERCY PARK - NIGHT 

The storm intensifies with a downpour of RAIN and light- 
ning. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. ALLEY - SARA'S ATTIC WINDOW - NIGHT 

In the driving rain, Hanuman climbs the drainpipe up the 
side of the school building. Reaching Sara’s window at 
last, he jumps to the ledge and pushes open the shutter. 
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Rain and WIND BLOW into the room. Sara and Becky 
turn to see Hanuman jump inside. Sara rushes to him. 


SARA Hanuman! 


Sara gives the monkey a hug. but Hanuman wiggles free 
and shakes his wet body all over her. Just then comes the 
SOUND of a CARRIAGE pulling up outside. Becky looks out 
the window. 


BECKY'S POV 
A police wagon pulls up in front of the school. 


BACK TO SCENE 


BECKY The police! They're here! 


Terrified, Sara looks outside and sees that the wooden 
plank is missing. She thinks quickly. 


SARA ()uick—help me with the bed! 


Sara and Becky flip the mattress over, revealing two 
wooden slals . . . 


CUT TO: 

INT. FRONT HALL - NIGHT 

Minchin ushers TWO POLICEMEN inside. They head up 
the stairs. 


CUT TO: 

INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 

Sara and Becky carry one of the large wooden slats over 
to the window. Hanuman watches with great interest. 


EXT. SARA'S ATTIC WINDOW - NIGHT 
Sara maneuvers the board from her windowsill to Ram 
Dass's across the alleyway. 


CUT TO: 

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT 

Minchin leads the Police to the attic door. The girls poke 
their heads out of their rooms, watching this in fear. 


CUT TO: 

INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 

Sara picks up Hanuman and puts him on the board out- 
side. She then climbs out the window and onto the 
unsteady board. 

BECKY Sara, you'll fall! 

SARA It’s okay, I can do it. 

Sara turns back to give Becky one last hug. 


SARA 1'I! come back for you—I promise. 


Becky nods tearfully. 


EXT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM/ALLEYWAY - NIGHT 

Sara takes a cautious step, following Hanuman across 
the board. Rain pours down over her, making the wood 
slick. 


Suddenly, THROUGH the window, we see Minchin and 
the Policemen charge into the room. 


CUT TO: 

INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM — NIGHT 

Seeing Becky by the open window, Minchin rushes over 
to discover Sara on the board outside. 


MINCHIN What are you doing?! Come back in here this 
instant!!! 


EXT. SARA'S ATTIC WINDOW/ALLEYWAY - NIGHT 
Minchin stretches out the window and grabs the hem of 
Sara's dress. Sara stumbles, her foot slipping over the 
edge of the board! 


Minchin loses her grip as Sara falls to her knees, barely 
managing to stay on the board. Slowly, she begins to crawl 
the rest of the way across. 


MINCHIN /0.5.) The little beast is running away! 


Hanuman makes it to Ram Dass'’s window ledge. with 
Sara nol far behind. Suddenly, a CLAP of THUNDER 
shakes the building, loosening a gutter from the roof. It 


falls down on the BOARD, SNAPPING it in half! 


BECKY (0.8) Sura! 


The two pieces of the board fall with the gutter to the ground. 
lhree stories down. 


CAMERA PANS SLOWLY UP the side of Randolph's 
house TO REVEAL a pair of feet dangling down. 


Sara has managed to grab onto Ram Dass’s window ledge, 
and she hangs precariously by her fingertips over the 
alley. 


ANGLE - MINCHIN, BECKY & POLICEMEN 
All watch in horror as Sara hangs on for dear life. 


ANGLE - SARA 

Her fingertips beginning to slip off the ledge, she looks 
down as a flash of lightning illuminates the ground far 
below. Dizzy with vertigo, Sara takes a deep breath and 
manages to slowly pull herself up. Hanuman waits for her 
to make it inside, then jumps into her arms. 


INT. SARA'S ATTIC ROOM - NIGHT 





Minchin hides her relief by turning angrily to the policemen. 


MINCHIN Well, don’t just stand there—go next door and 
find her! And take this one while you're at it. 





Minchin shoves Becky into the arms of the Policemen. 


CUT TO: 

INT. RANDOLPH'S FRONT HALL - NIGHT 

Sara sneaks down the stairs, with Hanuman trailing behind 
her. Sara slows when she hears MUFFLED VOICES in the 
nearby study. 


INT. RANDOLPH'S STUDY - NIGHT 
Randolph and Crewe talk by the fire. 


RANDOLPH... It’s the not knowing that’s so painful 
_.. Ejust... Lean’t let go of John until I find out what hap- 
pened. 


CREWE I'm sorry. | wish I could help you... Though | 
doubt the truth would make it any easier to bear. 


Behind them, we see Sara tiptoe past the open door of the 
study. Hanuman walks silently bebind her. 


RANDOLPH You sound as though you've experienced 
such a loss. 


CREWE It's a strange sensation—feeling your heart re- 
member something your mind cannot. 


INT. RANDOLPH'S FRONT HALL - NIGHT 

Sara makes her way to the front door. Just as she reach- 
es for the doorknob, the silhouettes of Minchin and the 
Policemen appear at the front window. They BANG on 
the door. Sara freezes. 


RANDOLPH (0.8. ) Who can that be at this hour! 


Sara dashes into the living room (adjacent to the study) 
and closes the sliding doors behind her. Ram Dass exits the 
study and walks to the front door. Hanuman jumps onto 
his shoulder as Ram Dass opens the door to find Minchin 
and the Policemen. 


MINCHIN I'm sorry to bother you, but a child from the 
school has escaped into your house. 


Ram Dass immediately knows she means Sara. Randolph 
wheels himself out of the study and into the front hall. 


RANDOLPH Rim Dass, what's going on here? 


INT. RANDOLPH'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 
Sara listens in fear to the voices in the front hall. 


MINCHIN (0.8.) There is a child hiding in this house un- 
lawfully. 


RANDOLPH /0).5.) What?! 


INT. RANDOLPH’S FRONT HALL - NIGHT 
The Policemen take charge. 


POLICEMAN #1 (7) his partner) You search the rooms 
upstairs. I'll start down here. 


Policeman #1 heads straight for the living room door . . . 


INT. RANDOLPH'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Hearing FOOTSTEPS approach, Sara fearfully inches 
back toward another set of sliding doors that lead to the 
study. Just as Policeman #1 starts to open the living room 
door... 


CUT TO: 
EXT. SKY - NIGHT 
A bolt of lightning strikes down. 


CUT TO: 

INT. RANDOLPH’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

The lightning strike blows out the electricity, sending the 
house into complete darkness and shielding Sara from the 
Policeman. 


RANDOLPH /0.5.) What now?! Ram Dass, get some 
candles! 
Sara uses her chance to escape, quickly slipping through 


the sliding doors leading to the study. 


INT. RANDOLPH'S STUDY - NIGHT 
The only illumination comes from the glow of the fireplace. 
Sitting on the far side of it, Crewe remains in shadow. 


Sara backs in and quickly closes the sliding doors behind 
her. 
CREWE Whio's there? 


Sara whirls around. She sees a figure in the dark, but 
cannol see who it is. Terrified, she starts to cry. 


CREWE (Gen/ly) What is it? . .. Why are you crying? 


Crewe rises from his seat, his upper body still in darkness. 


sara is so scared, she sinks to the floor in the corner and 


cries. 
CREWE Please tell me. . . | won't hurt you. 


Something about his voice is familiar to Sara. But she’s so 


frightened, she just cries as she watches him walk toward 


her. 
CREWE Won't you tell me your name? 
SARA (Wi bimpers) Sara. 
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CREWE Sara... 


With that, Crewe steps into the glow cast by the fire, allow- 
ing Sara lo see his face for the first time. Crewe looks at 
her kindly. 


CREWE That's such a pretty name. Sara. . . 


Sara acts like she’s looking right at a ghost. She cant cry, 
speak, or even breathe . . . Slowly, she rises from the floor. 


SARA Da... Daddy... 
CREWE What. . .? What did you say? 
SARA Dadd)' 


Sara rushes to him, throwing her arms around his legs. 
Crewe has no idea what to make of this. He kneels down 
so that he faces Sara. 


SARA (Hugging him) Daddy... Oh, Daddy . . . 
CREWE (Con/used) |... msorry .. . I— 

SARA Daddy, it’s me... It's Sara! 

CREWE Sara... Do you know me? 

SARA (Crying) Oh, God, Daddy, don’t you remember me?! 
FOOTSTEPS and VOICES sound outside the room. 
MINCHIN /0.5.) She must be in here! 


SARA Daddy, please! . . . You've got to know me! . . . It's 
Sara’... Remember?! . .. Remember India?! . . . And Maya? 
.. And mean Clara Pideson? . . . 


CREWE (/rying fo remember) |... 1 can't seem to— 


SARA Remember 7he Ramayana? ... And Emily?. .. And 
the locket with Mama's picture in it? . . . Oh, God, Daddy, 
please! ... 


The doors open and Minchin enters with the Policemen. 
Randolph wheels in, followed by Ram Dass, who carries 
candles to light the room up, revealing Sara. 


MINCHIN Sara! 

SARA Daddy, please! 

Minchin sees Crewe and suddenly pales. 
RANDOLPH (70 Sara) Do you know this man? 
SARA Daddy, tell them... 

Minchin, seeing Crewe’s blank look, seizes her chance. 


MINCHIN This child has no father. (70 Police) Take her 
away. 


SARA (Sobbing) No...No... 
CREWE (//e/pless) I'm so sorry . . . 


Ram Dass watches intently as the Police move to get Sara. 
Very slowly, he begins to hum the Indian folk song. Hear- 
ing this, Sara tries to break free of the Police. 


SARA Daddy, do you hear that? .. . It’s the song... . 


Crewe remains completely lost, and as the Police begin to 
drag Sara away, she starts to sing the words of the folk 
song lo Crewe. 


Crewe watches helplessly as Sara is pulled out of the room, 


followed by Minchin and Randolph. Ram Dass stays 


where he is, and as SARA'S SINGING ECHOES from the 


front hall, he searches Crewe’s face for even the faintest 


sign of recognition. 


INT. RANDOLPH’S FRONT HALL — NIGHT 
Sara, sobbing as she struggles desperately to get through 
the song, is dragged by the Police toward the front door. 


INT. RANDOLPH'S STUDY - NIGHT 

Ram Dass’s eyes are fixed on Crewe, who listens to Sara’s 
voice .. . Suddenly, Crewe begins to sing the last part of 
the song softly to himself, the words flooding back to 
him. As he finishes the song, his memory is finally trig- 
gered. 


CREWE Sara. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. RANDOLPH HOUSE - NIGHT 

In the RAGING STORM, Minchin oversees the Police 
leading Sara toward the waiting Police Wagon, where a 
third policeman stands guard over Becky. Sara struggles 
to get free, sobbing uncontrollably. As the lightning 
flashes, she suddenly hears: 


CREWE /0.8.) Sara! ... 


All eyes turn to see Crewe racing out the door. Sara breaks 
Jree and rushes into her father’s arms. 


SARA Daddy! 
CREWE (Kissizzg ber) Oh, my darling ... My darling Sara. . . 


Minchin watches them, defeated and furious. She turns to 
see the Policemen looking at her with raised eyebrows, 
and she instantly knows she’s in trouble. 

Becky weeps tears of joy as Crewe and Sara hug and kiss 
each other. 

SARA 0h, Daddy, you're back. You're back . . . 

From the doorway, Ram Dass watches them with a smile 
on his face. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. MINCHIN SCHOOL - DAY 


The new plaque reads: “THE RANDOLPH SCHOOL FOR 
GIRLS.” 

We PAN ACROSS the street TO Gramercy Park. It's a 
beautiful day in late spring. Randolph sits in his wheel- 
chair, assisted by Ram Dass, who has Hanuman on his 
shoulder. They watch the schoolgirls playing a ball game 
in the park. 

A carriage pulls up nearby. Out steps Captain Crewe, 
handsomely dressed. He holds the door open lor Sara 
and Becky, who also emerge in elegant clothing. 

As Sara and Becky run over to the girls, we FOLLOW 
Crewe as he walks over to where Randolph sits undet 


the tree. 


RANDOLPH \!! ready for your trip? 
CREWE (Vocds) | can't thank you enough, Mr. Randolph, for 


everything you've done for us. . . Your loan was extremel) 
generous. 

Randolph smiles warmly at him. 

RANDOLPH No more generous than what you tried to do 
for my son. 

Crewe acknowledges this with a sympathetic nod. 
RANDOLPH keep the money as long as you need it. It'll 
be some time before you're on your feet again . . . Starting 
over Is never easy. 

CREWE No. sir... (Smiles at Ram Dass) But it sure feels 
good to be going home. 


Ram Dass meets his smile. 


ANGLE - GIRLS 

Ermengarde, Betsy, Gertrude and Lottie are gathered 
around Sara and Becky. Sara hands them a book wrapped 
up in a bow. 


SARA Hlere ... | brought you something. 

Ermenvarde takes it. Lottie reads over Ermengarde’s 
shoulder. 

LOTTIE (Mispronouncing it) The Rama... Naya... 


SARA Ramayana. The greatest of Indian legends... It's 
the whole story | told you, start to finish. 


ERMENGARDE (hi, itl! be like you're really here with us! 
sara smiles. remembering that she said the exact same 
words to ber father when he gave her the book. A wind 
blows. and Sara turns to look over at Ram Dass and 
Hanuman. 


Ram Dass smiles back at her, sharing her excitement al 
the long-awaited trip home to their beloved India. 





CAMERA SLOWLY CRANES UP OVER the park TO... 

A rooftop, where a chimney sweep is leaning down inside 
a chimney, cleaning it out with his broom. As he pulls his 
head out and wipes the thick soot from his face, we see 
that it is actually Minchin. 


CUT TO: 

EXT. SHIP DECK - DAY 

Crewe, Sara and Becky stand on the deck of the ship. 
S1OW PAN ACROSS their faces as they gaze with excite: 
ment. awe and wonder at what lies before them... 


EXT. INDIA COASTLINE - DAY 
The glorious colors of India stretch along the horizon, 
welcoming the ship with open arms. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. POND - SUNSET 

Rama and Sita sit on the banks of the pond, gazing ador- 
ingly at each other. As the sun sets behind the Himalayas, 
we see the silhouette of Hanuman flying above them . . . 


FADE OUT 


THE END 
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Published by permission of Warner Bros. 


Hlustrations © 1996 Peter Sis 
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Adapting 
A Little Princess 


A Talk with 
Richard LaGravenese 
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Richard LaGravenese was born and raised in Brooklyn. 
He attended Emerson College in Boston and the Experi- 
mental Theater Wing at New York University’s Tisch 
School of the Arts, and worked in New York as a stand- 
up comedian before becoming a screenwriter. His first 
produced screenplay, The Fisher King, (directed by Terry 
Gilliam), was nominated for an Academy Award. 

LaGravenese’s other screenplay credits include The 
Ref, The Bridges of Madison County and Unstrung Heroes. 
His script for The Mirror Has Two Faces is currently in 
production, and he is in the process of adapting the Toni 
Morrison novel, Beloved, for Oprah Winfrey. He plans to 
direct his original screenplay, The Kiss (inspired by two 
Chekhov short stories), when it goes into production at 
the end of this year. LaGravenese’s other projects in- 
clude an adaptation of the television series Honey West 
for Jersey Films and another collaboration with Gilliam, 
titled The Defective Detective. He lives with his wife and 
their daughter in Manhattan. 

The version of A Little Princess published here is the 
third draft, completed on February 23, 1994, with revi- 
sions by Elizabeth Chandler, who received a co-writing 
credit for the final draft (a conversation with Chandler 
begins on page 148). The original screenplay was 121 
pages long. 


How did you get involved in adapting A Little Princess? 


| was under contract at Disney after they bought 7be Fisher 
King. They bought me for two movies after that, and the deal 
was that I would bring them ideas and they would bring me 
ideas, but it always worked out that you'd do one of theirs, 
because they had like 150 scripts that were dead in the water. 
This was the second one they offered to me, and one of the rea- 
sons I chose it was because my wife and I were trying to have a 
child, and I wanted to do something like this. Also, Mark John- 
son was the producer, and I'd wanted to work with him. Then | 
read the book and loved the material—and I watched the 
Shirley Temple movie, and loved that. 


Did you see The Secret Garden while you were writing this? 


I'd already written it, at least a draft or two. Mark and I both felt 
the same way about Secret Garden, really. It was beautifully 
done, but it was cold. And | remember thinking that the script 
for A Little Princess was more emotional. 


You had several sources to draw from: Frances Hodgson 
Burnett’ original novel from 1888 (as well as a play adap- 
lation by her that was produced around the turn of the cen- 
fury), the 1917 silent film starring Mary Pickford, and then, 
finally, the Shirley Temple vehicle from 1939. | assume you 
used the book as your main source, but there are some ele- 
ments in your script that seem to be influenced by the 1939 
film. 


The only thing I took from that film was the ending. 








The fact that Crewe doesn't actually die, as he does in the book? 


Right. 
Let's focus on the book, then. A major change you made was 
_ toalter both the period and the location. 


Yeah, | wanted to change the period because the World War I era 
was much more interesting to me. I'd read this amazing book 
by Barbara Tuchman, called 7he Proud Tower, which was all 
about the period from the late 1800s to the beginning of World 
War I. I just loved that period. Also, Mark’s company sent me all 
this information—I'd never done research on a film like I did 
on this one—including timelines of every year, with everything 
that happened according to category—politics, art, science, all 
this stuff. I also asked to see some collections of Indian folktales, 
and they sent me these two great books, from which I culled this 
fantasy that | wanted to parallel with the events of the book. So I 
sort of sifted through all of it and came up with the characters of 
Rama and Sita, and made up this story to go along with it. 1 
think it was while I was writing the second draft that I realized 
that when you see this story being told on the screen, Sara's 
actual mother and father should play the parts of the prince and 
princess, so that it’s in her head a little more. At one point, | had 
Sara playing the princess, and at another I just had her talking 
over general images of India, but using the mother and father 
seemed the best solution. 


The introduction of India was obviously entirely your inven- 
tion, because the only reference Sara makes to India in the 
novel is a two-sentence description of it to Becky at one point. 


Well, this is what I say whenever people ask me what the differ- 
ence is between an adaptation and an original: Ultimately, there 
really isn’t, and really shouldn't be, any difference. When you're 
offered a book and given the chance to do it, you have to find an 
original reason to tell that story and use that material. It’s not 
just a technical thing. | know some people feel differently, but | 
have to find my own personal reason for telling the story. For 
me, it was about the importance of imagination, the power of 
storytelling. 


And referencing Indian legend was a way to bring that to 
the fore? 


Exactly, And that she had lived in this magical place filled with 
otherworldliness, and was coming to a country that was dead- 
ened, there was nothing. That's how she survived, by elevating 
everything with her imagination, and that’s why I wanted to do 
it. | was also interested in this idea that whether a girl is 10 years 
old or whether she’s a woman of 55, she has the right to think of 
herself as a princess, as someone special: | mean, it was meant 
for everybody. 


Why change Caplain Crewe’ circumstances? In the book, he 
invests everything he has in a friend’s diamond mine, 
which apparently fails, leading to his death from brain fever. 
In your script, he is a World War | soldier who is believed 


dead, but who ends up surviving and reuniting with Sara at 
the end. | know you've said you borrowed the ending from 
the Shirley Temple film, but why did you choose World War I 
as a backdrop instead of the Boer War, which served as a 
backdrop for that film? 


Because World War I was such a horrific war, and the period was 
so significant. Also, | remember doing all of this research and 
reading how it was during WWI that poison gas was first used. 
The image of yellow poison gas, cutting from this Indian tale in 
which there was yellow poison smoke, was such a great juxtapo- 
sition. I also needed a reason for him to put her in school, and 
leave her. Since I chose this period, I figured he would have to 
put her someplace safe. Originally, though, it was London. 


When did you decide to use New York instead? 


It was the studio that insisted I come up with a reason to make it 
America instead. This was their argument: American children 
will not relate to a foreign child. /laughs/ The studio thought 
they wouldn’t understand her if she was English. So she had to 
be an American girl. The only good part of that for me was that I 
also love New York at that period. So I got all these great photog- 
raphy books of New York from the teens. | don’t know whether it 
works or not... 


| think it works, but it does seem slightly arbitrary. 


Yeah, originally I had her in school in London, like the book, 
which made perfect sense, because her father had to go back to 
London to go to war. 


So that’s why ber mother becomes an American in the script, 
instead of French, in the original book? 


Yes. 


In the book, Sara enters school when she’s only 6 years old, 
and the ensuing action takes place over four or five years. In 
the script, that whole period is condensed into less than a year. 


Yeah, she grows up at the school in the book. It had to be con- 
densed, otherwise it becomes too much about too little. 


The tone of your adaptation is very different—obviously, 
and necessarily, updated—from that of the book, which 
reads almost like a late Victorian primer of noblesse oblige 
for little girls of the upper class. For instance, there is a very 
clear hierarchy in place in the book regarding Sara ’s rela- 
tionship to Becky (who's a Cockney-accented working-class 
girl), who addresses ber as “Miss” throughout the book, and 
who at the end of it becomes Sara’s personal maid. In your 
adaptation, Becky is black, and at the end she becomes, in 
Sara’s words, her “sister,” not ber servant. 


Well, I saw Sara, even in India, as not fitting in well with the 
noblesse oblige aspect of the British ruling class there. In this 
draft, and even more in earlier ones, there are many more 
scenes at the beginning of her in India exhibiting this. I did a 
lot of research about British colonies in India, like Simla. Oh, 
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also, before I started writing this, | rented every episode of Zhe 
Jewel in the Crown, to get a better sense of these British colonies 
of incredible wealth in the midst of Indian culture. | wanted 
Sara to have a penchant for the Indian culture; she loved her 
Indian friends. | remember setting up a parallel between 
Lavinia, the girl she met at school, and the British girls she met 
in India. She was always the outcast. She didn’t see color, she 
was just hungry for anything that was new or different, or spiri- 
tual. That was made evident in the early scenes in India with her 
friend Laki. 


There are several scenes between them in the version of the 
script published here, like the one where the two of them en- 
counter the tiger. 


Right, and where they go into the ruins and call the winds. | 
liked all of that, that she had a real connection to this part of the 
universe. So when she came to America, she didn’t notice 
Becky's color at all. 1 don’t know whether it was subconscious or 
not, but making Becky black just spoke to today more. It was 
also realistic for that period in New York. 


You've replaced a more English notion of distinction based 
on class with an American one, in which race plays the more 
powerful role. 


Yeah, but America has its own class distinctions, especially in 
that period. | just read Edith Wharton’s House of Mirth, for 
instance. 


Speaking of class, in the book, Ermengarde’s family is not of 
the aspirant middle class; in fact, her father is a professor. 

Why did you choose to make them more nouveau riche in 

your adaptation? 


| made him more of a commoner to emphasize the class dis- 
tinctions of that time. He wants her to succeed so that she will be 
accepted into a society that he doesn’t have access to. 


Could we talk a little bit about the almost Freudian implica- 
tions of Sara and her father’s relationship? It must have been 
intentional on your part; at one point, you even write in 
your directions, “They speak to each other almost like lovers.” 


That was deliberate. | wanted that to be there. And Alfonso 
[Cuaron, the director] did such a great job with that. That's 
when the film really comes alive for me, when he makes each 
close-up of them in their goodbye scene tighter and tighter. 
That's exactly what I hoped it would be like, that they would part 
like lovers would. 


Can you elaborate on that choice? 


Well, because there is this kind of thing between fathers and 
their daughters. It’s not sexual, it’s just an intense love. My 
daughter and I are like that. She'll crawl into bed in the morn- 
ing and curl up with me, and sort of stroke my face, or stuff like 
that. It’s wonderful. I guess I wanted them to be the only two 
people in the world for each other. 


| know in the book that Sara is represented as some sort of 


superbrainy child phenomenon: at one point, Ermengarde 
gives her some books her father has sent her, and Sara looks 
at one and says, “Ab, how beautiful! Carlyle’s French Revolu- 
tion! / have so wanted to read that!” 


[laughs] | was more interested in her spirit, in her hunger for 
experience. 


How about the character of Miss Minchin? You give her much 
more of an inner life than either the book or the Shirley Tem- 
ple film did. 


Well, from the very beginning | felt that making her one-dimen- 
sional would be an insult to an audience, and also not as inter- 
esting. All destructive people have an inner side to them, and the 
more three-dimensional your characters are onscreen the more 
compassion you can open up in an audience, and not just say, 
“Here are the good guys, and here are the bad guys.” To me, 
that involves an audience more, it stimulates them and asks 
more of them. My first idea, though, which never made it that 
far, was that the first time you see Minchin she’s unpacking 
Sara's things. 


Thats actually in this version of the script: Sara catches her 
wearing her velvet cape. 


Exactly. | remember telling Alfonso how important I felt it was 
that we saw that side of her. You needed to get an inkling into 
why she is the way she is. There was another scene | wrote in 
which she’s looking at Sara’s doll, and for one split-second she 
betrays a sense of joy, and then it quickly transforms into envy. 


Did you always have her ending up as a chimney sweep? 


No, originally she became a pretzel vendor, because in one of the 
earlier drafts I had written a scene in which she goes into a pret- 
zel shop. I think that was one of the scenes Elizabeth /Chan- 
dler] rewrote—she made it a bakery instead. 


Lets get a bit more specific about a few of the discrepancies 
between the book and this draft of the screenplay. For 
instance, in the beginning of the book, Sara sees “Emily,” the 
doll, in a store window and asks her father to buy it for her 
lo keep her company while he’s gone. In the film, Captain 
Crewe makes the decision and presents it to her as a gift in 
the farewell scene. Why did you make that change? 


Because of the idea of separation. I had the father give her three 
gifts, each of which I tried to work into the story later on. One 
was the doll, one was the locket, and one was the book of stories, 
The Ramayana. | felt that the separation had to be so painful 
that he was giving her these things to make it easier. I also 
wanted you to understand that a great deal of the source of her 
powers of imagination came from him. 


What about the locket? That wasn't in the book, but it’s a 
wonderfully precise visual motif for a number of elements of 
the script, including the importance and constant presence 
of her parents, especially after her father is presumed dead. 








| guess it had to do with the fact that Princess Sita slips her 
bracelet off her wrist and gives it to Ravanna, disguised as the 
beggar, and I wanted to draw a parallel between that and the 
scene in which Minchin takes the locket from Sara. It had some- 
thing to do with that. And then it was a way for the other girls to 
be inspired by Sara to embark on an adventure of their own, 
stealing it back from Minchin to give to her. You would better 
understand her effect on these other kids. 


Unlike the Shirley Temple film from 1939, you've placed 
quite a bit of emphasis on several of the other girls at the 
school, like Ermengarde, Lottie and Becky. 


Right. In that film, there’s this whole subplot with one of the 
teachers at the school. . . . 


Miss Rose? 


Right. laughs] And it has nothing to do with anything. I knew 
| had to choose a few girls to become her “crew,” her gang. | 
guess I always tend to gravitate toward the outcasts—the ones 
who are made fun of, marginalized—because of my own child- 
hood. So Ermengarde was an easy choice for that. Lottie was 
such a brat, so uncontrollable, that she was the right choice to 
demonstrate Sara's power and influence. The perfect kids who 
had no problems would have been uninteresting, because you 
wouldn’t have been able to show Sara through them. I needed to 
show contrast. 


In the book, Miss Minchin has Amelia break the news about 
Sara's father to her; in the Shirley Temple film, Miss Rose is 
given the task. Why did you choose to have Minchin herself do 
the dirty work? 


It was more dramatically interesting, because Minchin is so 
angry at the expenses she’s incurred by having this birthday 
party, as well as already being envious of Sara, but still she has 
to tell her this awful news. It was just more interesting. 


That conflict seems to inform a lot of their scenes together, 
like when Sara is trying to escape and almost falls off the 
plank. Your directions make it clear that Minchin is horrified 
that she might fall, but the minute she’s in the clear she com- 
mands the policemen to go find “the little beast.” 


Exactly. Those are just more interesting, and more human, 
paradoxes to explore. 


After her father’s demise in the book, Sara is given more 
responsibility by Miss Minchin than she is in your script: she 
tutors the smaller girls, for instance. 


I think I had her tutoring in one draft. But again, a little of that 
stuff went a long way; you don’t want to get too bogged down. 


In the book, soon after Sara is relegated to the attic, Ermen- 
garde encounters her in the hallway and asks her if she’ all 
right. Sara, obviously at her lowest point, loses her patience 
and snaps at ber. This leads to the scene in which she visits 
Sara in the attic and asks her why she doesn't like her any- 


more. You included the latter scene in the script, but not the 
former. Why? 


| think I did have her snap at her in one draft, and then apolo- 
gize, just because her nerves are frayed. It got softened. 


There's another subplot in the book about the “Large Fami- 
ly,” Sara’s name for a household she passes on the way to do 
chores. The father turns out to be the solicitor of Captain 
Crewe's partner in the diamond-mine venture (who in the 
book becomes her adopted father at the end). There are sev- 
eral rather moving scenes involving her peering into their 
window and craving the obvious warmth and affection be 
bestows upon bis children. Did you ever consider using any 
of that in your screenplay? 


| think I did have that at one point. It was an issue of time, 
mostly. My original draft was, like, 140-something pages. It was 
filled with a lot of extra stuff; it had to be trimmed. It was a nec- 
essary cut. 


How about the character of Ram Dass? This obviously relates 
to your interest in imbuing the film with more mysticism 
and spirituality. In the book, he’s pretty straightforward: he's 
an Indian assistant to the next-door neighbor (Sara’s father’s 
friend and partner) who, after noticing Sara and hearing 
her various fantasies, persuades his employer to pay for a 
bunch of items—a fireplace, a beautiful dining table— 
which he then “sneaks” over a period of time into Sara’; altic 
room while she’s sleeping. There's nothing magical about 
their appearance, except from Sara’s perspective. In your 
adaptation, we're never sure what the origins of the transfor- 
mation of the attic are. Furthermore, Ram Dass is able to 
summon up a mysterious wind whenever he appears— 


At the time of writing this, I was very heavy into two things: her- 
metic philosophy and hermetic law and Native American cul- 
ture. | actually went on this weekend with this Indian chief, and 
| saw this guy “call” the wind. There was no wind, and he called 
it, and there it was. That was his medicine, that’s what he does. 
And I flipped; it was amazing. So it wasn’t just a device for me; I 
actually believe in all of this stuff. So I really wanted to have a 
character that represented that sort of spiritual mysticism, and 
to have him be a sort of good-guy savior for her. 


He’s also a personification of India and all that it represents 
fo her. 


Exactly. Things are so bad, but she sees him, and there’s this 
instant connection between them. | thought that was a nice way 
of easing back into her salvation. 


The whole subplot of Amelia's flirtation with the milkman 
was not in the book. | only found one passing reference to a 
supposed relationship between the cook and “her policeman” 
in the book; is that where you got the idea for this? 


What usually happens to me in the first draft of an adaptation is 
that I’m very respectful of the material, and then in the second 
Continued on page 204 
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From 
Rose Petals to 
Snowflakes 


A Talk with 
Elizabeth Chandler 
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Elizabeth Chandler was born in Boston in 1964 and 
raised in Lakeville, Connecticut, a small town in the 
northeastern corner of the state. Upon receiving a bach- 
elor’s degree in history from Yale University, she moved 
to Los Angeles. She became a full-time screenwriter after 
several years of working in the film industry. 

Chandler sold her first screenplay to Columbia Pic- 
tures in 1989, and has since written scripts for Disney, 
TriStar, Warner Bros., Carolco and Hollywood Pictures. 
Her first produced screenplay was Afterburn, a film pro- 
duced by HBO in 1992. Chandler lives in New York City 
with her husband, Jorge Zamacona (a writer/producer on 
NBC's “Homicide” series) and their two children. 


How did you get involved with this project? 


| went out to Los Angeles to meet with Warner Bros. Animation 
about writing a script for them, and I ran into a producer, Dalisa 
Cohen, with whom I'd developed a previous project. She was 
working with Mark Johnson, and asked me if | was familiar with 
A Little Princess. | said, “Are you kidding? That was my favorite 
book when I was growing up!” She said, “This is perfect. We 
have a script that Warner Bros. wants to make, we have a direc- 
tor, and we need a rewrite because Richard can’t do it. Would 
vou take a look at it?” And I said, “Sure.” So Richard's last draft 
Was sent to me along with the book—which wasn't really neces- 
sary because | knew it by heart anyway. Warner Bros. basically 
sent it to me with their set of notes outlining the direction that 
they wanted to take it. In this particular case, it was slightly dif- 
ferent, because there was a director attached, and Alfonso came 
in with his own ideas and was very involved in the rewriting 
process. We worked extensively together from the outset outlin- 
ing and discussing where we wanted to go with it and which of 
the studio notes we wanted to address, which of our own notes 
we wanted to address. And that was basically it. So he and | 
worked for a few weeks together on the outlining and then | 
went off and wrote for a few months. 


How many drafts did you work on? 


| did one initially. Once that was okayed by the studio, it took 
several polishes to get it into shape for production. 


Did you have any input in the casting? 


No, not really. Alfonso and I, by that point, had become good 
enough friends so that he asked my opinion, but it wasn’t like | 
Was sitting in on casting sessions. They kept me apprised of who 
was cast and I went out to the set a few times and was involved 
in the postproduction because a lot of dubbing had to be done, a 
lot of voiceover narration, things like that. We were writing well 
through postproduction. 


Did you do any rewriting during the production? 


One or two times there may have been a last-minute change 
that wasn’t working and they asked me to touch it up or some- 
thing, But basically, no, my visits to the set were really for fun. 








Let's talk a bit about the process of revising Richard’s last 
draft. What were your first impressions of the script? 


| thought that, structurally, it was fantastic. Richard maintained 
the integrity of the book but also came up with some great ideas 
of his own, such as beginning the movie in India and devising a 
way to bring Crewe back to Sara at the end. He also gave more 
dimension to several of the characters and their relationship to 
each other. | felt that, as a whole, his script was richer and more 
imaginative than the book. The job, basically, that we all had— 
we being the studio, Alfonso and I—was, first of all, injecting a 
little bit more humor and playfulness into it. So to that extent, 
we added scenes like when Sara and Becky throw the soot down 
the chimney on Minchin, and expanded some of Richard's 
scenes, such as when Sara is reading the boring book to all the 
girls, so that she now imagines a wildly elaborate ending— 
things like that. We really wanted to throw in a couple of lighter 
moments, particularly in the second half of the story when it 
gets so depressing. 

Secondly, Alfonso and | both agreed that this should really be 
a live-action fairy tale, and we wanted to infuse the script with 
even more magic and mysticism. For example, | really wanted 
Ram Dass to be Sara’s guardian angel, as well as the link that 
connects Sara to her father. We wanted him to function as some- 
body who brings back Sara's spirit, her faith in magic and her 
belief in herself. Like the scene in which Sara's shawl blows off 
and lands at his feet, and she sees him for the first time and 
recalls her life back in India; | wrote this to signify the begin- 
ning of the magical process of his bringing her back to life. 

The third area of concern was Sara’s character. Character 
arcs always seem to be a big issue with studio executives; partic- 
ularly so in this case, because it was a children’s story and some- 
thing of a fairy tale; so the inevitable questions were posed: What 
was her emotional journey? How does she change? Is she a rich 
little snob who learns to embrace the less fortunate when she 
becomes penniless or is she a racist who becomes more liberal 
when she befriends and identifies with a minority . .. yawn yawn 
yawn. The problem really went back to the book. In addition to 
being very bold and wise and mature beyond her years, Sara had 
a very stoic reaction to her father’s death and displayed this 
unfailing optimism even after she became a servant. Richard 
softened this beautifully by having her break down in the attic 
that first night, and later reject Emily as “nothing but a doll,” 
but by and large, her ability to use her imagination to get 
through the ordeal didn’t waver all that much. She never really 
stopped believing she was a princess. I felt that it was more com- 
pelling to make it a story about a girl with an innocent, almost 
frivolous, view of magic and storytelling, who experiences a cri- 
sis of faith when her father gets killed. And it’s only when her 
goodness is rewarded with Becky's friendship and the mystical 
intervention of her guardian angel, Ram Dass, that she realizes 
that magic really does exist in the world and that no matter 
how poor she is, she’s still a princess. 


A few specifics about some discrepancies between script and 


film. Who came up with the idea of having Miss Minchin play 
the harp? That wasn't in this draft. 


The harp-playing was Alfonso’s idea. A lot of little character idio- 
syncracies were added after this draft. We went into production 
in April and I was pretty much writing up to the day of. Nothing 
major, not huge scenes, just here and there. Alfonso called me 
and said, “We need more humor for Miss Minchin. What do you 
think if she plays the harp?” I said, “I don’t think playing a 
harp is funny,” and he said, “But it could be.” I thought about it 
for a while, and then he suggested, “Maybe she’s trying to hum 
or grunt or getting really into it.” It ended up being quite funny. 


In this draft. the explanation given as to why Sara is left a 
pauper after ber father’s death is that his company bas gone 
bankrupt because of the war. At the end, after they're reunit- 
ed. he thanks Mr. Randolph for giving him a generous loan 
to get his feet back on the ground. In the film, however, the 
explanation given at the time of his supposed death is that the 
British government seized all of his company’s assets, which 
are then released back to him when he’s discovered to be 
alive. Why the change? 


We changed that a few weeks before production. It was just sim- 
pler, and | think somebody had an objection to Randolph loan- 
ing him the money. They wanted a real fairy-tale ending. 


What about the scene after Miss Minchin is “ambushed” with 
coal dust by Becky and Sara, where she’s at the dinner table 
and the girls laugh at her? 


They shot it, and went back and forth about whether to keep it 
in the movie. | thought it was very funny, but Alfonso felt that it 
carried the joke too far. | also think he wasn’t happy with the 
transition from that scene to the one after it— 


Well, there’s a substantial shifting of scenes from this draft to 
the film around that particular scene. In the film, that scene, 
if it had remained, would have been followed directly by the 
flirtation scene between Francis, the milkman, and Amelia 
in the kitchen. In the script, it’s followed by Sara in her attic 
room befriending the mouse. 


Once you get into the editing room and you start cutting scenes 
out, it screws around with the timeline, and you really have to 
be creative about switching things around. Once you do that, 
transitions are pretty important, and it may not have worked. 


Al the end of the film, Lavinia has a sudden change of heart 
and hugs Sara. That's definitely not in the script; in fact, 
Richard talks about having a much harsher ending in one 
of his earlier drafts, where it is suggested that Lavinia ts actu- 
ally losing her hair. Was that your decision? 


That was the director's decision on-set. | understood why Alfonso 
wanted to do it, and I know a lot of people who loved it, but it 
was not my choice, let’s just say that. /laughs/ 


Richard had said how much he enjoyed seeing your solution 
Continued on page 206 
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EXT. FREEWAY - NORTHERN CALIFORNIA - EARLY 
MORNING 

The asphalt races under the wheels of the spattered '69 
Impala convertible. Recent rain has given way to flat, arid 
light that bounces off hubcaps. 


The SONG DRIFTS onto the SOUNDTRACK, mingles 
with the slap of the tires... 


OTIS REDDING Fa Fa Fa Fa Fa Fa Fa Fa Fa/Fa Fa Fa Fa 
Fa Fa Fa Fa/I keep singing/Them sad sad songs, oh/Sad 
songs is all | know... 


MED. CLOSE 

SADIE FLOOD's asleep in the passenger seat, a tangle of 
elbows and knees, dark glasses askew on her face. Wind 
plays with the quarter inch of soft downy brush that indi- 
cates hair. Short short cut-offs cover lavender tights; six- 
inch platforms cover bare feet. There's a variety of neck- 
laces, bracelets, rings . . . some remnants of make-up. 
Her backpack serves as pillow. 


NEW ANGLE 

A tabby sleeps contented, curled beside the half-spilled 
bowl of dry cat food on the rear seat. What's left of the 
bowl of water for the animal splashes onto the floor. 


MED. FULL SHOT 

The rumpled DRIVER, in a rumpled linen jacket over a 
sweatshirt, unshaven and somewhat wasted, glances 
over at the girl, and back at the lifeless road . . . forces 
eyes open. 


CHASMAN (7 ansplanted Australian) You want to take 
the wheel, Sade—/(Shakes at her shoulder) Sade . . . 


It takes him a while to remember she hasn't responded. 
CHASMAN (/i77a//))) Okay. Shit on this. 


The Impala pulls away from CAMERA, leaving it in the 
distance, inviting any available traffic cops. The flat light 
swallows up the road. . . 


DISSOLVE: 

EXT. FARMHOUSE - LONG BEACH, WASHINGTON - 
DAY - 1970 - TIGHT SHOT - 8-YEAR-OLD SADIE - MOS 
Otis Redding continues over the sequence. 


Bobbed straight hair barely covers her earlobes. Her face 
is pressed against the second-story picture window. She 
looks out at the AUDIENCE, a handful of 7- to 12-year- 
old neighborhood children who sit on the bench outside, 
dug into jackets, wind whipping braids round their faces, 
miserable, waiting for the second-story performance. It’s 
cold and overcast. Sadie’s OLDER SISTER plunks a chin 
on her shoulder. 


MED. CLOSE - MOS 
The 11-year-old hand drops the needle on the record. 


MED. FULL SHOT - MOS 

The stereo speakers are set up outside either side of the 
house. Sadie and her sister perform The Beatles’ “Get 
Back,” their moves minimal, but intricate and cool. They've 
got on black turtlenecks and jeans and caps. Sadie, 
somewhat clumsy and foreign, and without the slightest 
thought to comparisons, glows in her sister's light. 


MED. CLOSE - “AUDIENCE” 

Who knows what these two have on the handful of kids 
that makes them so dumbly endure the discomfort. The 
IMAGE FADES TO WHITE. 


EXT. PHOENIX MOTEL - SAN FRANCISCO - MORN- 
ING - CLOSE SHOT - SADIE 

Her back’s to CAMERA as she pulls the cleaning cart out 
of the motel room into the community courtyard with its 
sort-of sculpture garden and jumble of plants. It’s a rela- 
tively pleasant, unpretentious, moderately priced motel. 
She's in jeans and the motel T-shirt. Her make-up 
exhibits a subtle but experimental hand. She closes the 
door, moves on to the next room, knocks . . . 


SADIE Housekeeping. 


... wails, unlocks the door. The bed’s a shambles. Bed- 
ding spills onto the floor, along with pillows. The room's 
gol the usual generous litter of departed guests. 


NEW ANGLE 

She reaches into the cart, extracts a pint of vodka from 
the pile of sheets and towels, takes a sip, shields the 
drink with her body . . . 


TRUCKER /0..8.) Good morning. 


Sadie turns, looks up toward the voice, tents eyes with her 
hand. 


TRUCKER Good morning. 


He looms above her on the facing balcony outside his 
room. He's a good thirty years her senior. He’s black, 
imposing in his horn-rimmed glasses, broad-rimmed hat. 
Somebody who knows who he was. 


TRUCKER [1's « little early. 

SADIE For what. 

He grins down at her, benign. 
TRUCKER Jou re lucky it’s just me. 
SADIE Could be my ass. 


TRUCKER Could be your job. What you got to talk that way. 
| was struck by your hands. Fairly struck by your hands. 


SADIE \eah? Well... 

TRUCKER They caught my eye. 

SADIE Yeah, well. Great. 

TRUCKER \ou know who | am? 

SADIE Yeah, you're the T man. (Sings small) “lm gonna 
make you mine . . .” You're Trucker. 

TRUCKER Jour turn. 


SADIE I'm Sadie Flood. (Grins; a moment; decides) | sing. 


INT. APARTMENT - SAN FRANCISCO - DAY 

The apartment's a mess of magazines, coffee cups, food 
containers. The '73 white Caddy sits parked on the 
street six floors below. Chasman stands at the window, 
looks down at it. Sadie comes out of the bedroom with 
her backpack. 


SADIE Yeah, well, Chasman. Okay. I'm off. Okay? 
CHASMAN Seal), sure. 

SADIE It wasn't working out. We couldn't get arrested. 
CHASMAN Jeil. 

SADIE [1's a real break. 


CHASMAN Yeah. Fantastic. Deserve it. (Eves oul the win- 
dow) Can | meet him. 


SADIE Yeah, sure. Let me get settled. (A moment) Come to 
a rehearsal. 


CHASMAN eal. 
SADIE All right. So. 
CHASMAN /(£ yes never leave the car) Yeah. Bye. 


She waits a moment. closes the door behind her. 


CUT TO: 

NEW ANGLE 

Chasman watches her slip into the Cadillac. Several sec- 
onds after it's pulled away from the curb, her arm pokes 
out the open window, waves back, disembodied. 


INT. TRUCKER’S HOUSE - MARIN COUNTY - DAY 
Sadie stands at the open door, backpack in her hands, 
looks round the apartment. It’s amazing. Posters, por- 
traits, candid blow-ups fill the walls. Twenty to thirty 
years of on-and-off success. The furniture’s covered in 
animal prints. Tiger, zebra and the like. It's stepping into 
the ‘50s. There's an upright piano, floor-to-ceiling 
shelves of records. Lots of African folk art, immaculate 
sound equipment. 


EXT. GAS STATION - OREGON - DAY - MED. CLOSE 
The cat leaps from the backseat onto the folded roof of 
the car, walks its length. 


NEW ANGLE 

Sadie's eyes rise above the backrest of the front seat. 
She fixes sunglasses, raises them, blinks against, offend- 
ed by, waking . . . freezes, watches fascinated as the cat 
stretches, scratches at the canvas, springs off and disap- 
pears round the station. 


Sadie holds perfectly still for another moment. Chas- 
man's not behind the wheel. She watches him settle sun- 
glasses on weary eyes and lope toward her from the 
john. 


SADIE (1/0.) This is great. 


INT. TRUCKER’S HOUSE - DAY - MED. CLOSE - COFFEE 
TABLE 


TRUCKER It's my happy home. My retreat from care. 


Sadie’s on the couch; her eyes come to rest on the gun 


assortment and several grenades that rest on the lower 


lier of the table. 

TRUCKER There's a place for everything, and everything in 
its place. And that’s how | like to keep it. It's how I keep track, 
vy understand? 

Sadie raises accepting hands in response. 

TRUCKER Order. My life is order. Because there ain't no 
order. It’s all disorder. Out there is all disorder. 

SADIE (Re the weapons) Who are you expecting? 


TRUCKER There's all variety | don't want to see come 
through that door. Trust not, want not. 


JUMP CUT TO: 
MED. CLOSE SHOT 
Two POLICE OFFICERS come through the door. 


POLICE OFFICER Sorry to bother you, Trucker. Got a 
court order. Your wife wants her things. Don’t like to do this. 
She's scared of you, Trucker. 


TRUCKER That woman's a sorry-ass bitch. 


The cops move through the room, somewhat embarrassed, 


glance over toward Sadie. 


POLICE OFFICER (or want of better) Ma'am. 


She watches them proceed up the stairs. They seem to know 
the house. 


INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT - MED. CLOSE - BRACELET 
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It rolls across the carpet under the bed, clinks up against 
metal, comes to rest. There’s a moment. Sadie's hand 
reaches for it, misses. 


She peers under the bed, stares at the stockpile of auto- 
matic weapons . . . the big guns. 


INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT 

Trucker stands at the sink, scrubs his hands with a 
brush, wipes them, folds the towel, hangs it on the rack 
with precision. 


INT. REHEARSAL STUDIO - DAY 
It's a tiny threadbare box, but soundproof and serves its 
purpose. Trucker stands at the door, arm round Sadie. 


TRUCKER (/):/roduces her to the band: loose; casual) My 
lady. There’s Scag, John, Wilson and Loper. And Sid. Say 
hello. 


The musicians are in their 20s, but for the drummer . . . 


and white, except for Wilson and Sid, a contemporary of 


/rucker’s whos gone through the wars with him. 


CUT TO: 
MED. CLOSE SHOT 
Truckers at the piano. 


TRUCKER We re gonna take the first song, and go all the 
way down the set list without stopping, Wilson, turn your amp 
down. The chicks'll be going crazy over you, but you can’t be 
so loud. Our ears are gonna bleed. Here we go, “What'd | 
Say.” (Snaps lempo) One, two, one two three four . . . 


Sadie holds the mike for him. Theres a drum and piano 
intro. Sadie sings backup with the rest of the band. This is 


heady company. She beams. It’s incredible she’s part of 


this sound. 


INT. CADILLAC - EVENING 
Sadie slips into the passenger seat, still charged. Trucker 
turns the key in the ignition, sits there a moment. 


TRUCKER (Finally; low) What'd you think you were 
doing. You need to do what I tell you. 


SADIE (/Hasn ta clue) What. 


TRUCKER You ain't to do that no more. You're with me. If 
I say you're my lady, it means you're with me. Do you not get 
it? That's what | mean for it to mean. 


SADIE What. 


TRUCKER See, if we gonna go this journey, | don’t mean 
for you to look at, talk to, fraternize. My sidemen got friends. 
They don’t need friends. You're with me. Respect it. 


EXT. TRUCKER’S HOUSE - NIGHT - MED. CLOSE SHOT 
Trucker's face is beaded with sweat. He's in obvious pain, 
headache exploding. He presses the code buttons that 
unlock the front door . . . can’t remember them. 


SADIE (Finally; quiet) Three. 
He presses the number... waits, face drawn. 


SADIE Seven. 


INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT - MED. CLOSE - SADIE 
She sits in the darkened kitchen, knees drawn to her chest. 


SADIE Hello, Chasman. How you doin’... Great. I'm great. 
It's great. This is great. How are you? That's great. 


She picks up the pint from the floor, nurses it. 


INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT - MED. CLOSE 
She washes her face, leans over the basin to rinse it. She 
comes up into the mirror. Trucker stands behind her, 
pistol pointed at her head. The silence seems forever. 
Rinse water drops off her nose, her chin. 


TRUCKER | guess I'm gonna have to kill you. 


She doesn't move. He cocks the gun, pulls the trigger. It 
goes off. The SOUND s deafening, and then silence. The 
fwo stand there. Neither’s moved. 


TRUCKER Joke, Sadie. Blanks. 


INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT - FULL SHOT 
The two sit across from each other. The single lamp does 
little to illuminate the room. Her knapsack’s bundled in 
her arms. She's changed, put on make-up. 


EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT - FULL SHOT 

Chasman, in FOREGROUND, sits at the wheel of the 
Impala. It’s started to rain. Sadie starts for the car. Truck- 
er stands backlit at the front door. 


SADIE (Slides into the passenger seal) Thanks. 

His affect never seems to change. He regards her with his 
usual calm, in his half-there, semi-wasted funk. 
CHASMAN Yeah. It's okay. Am | gonna meet him. 
SADIE No, | don’t think so. Can you give me a ride, Chasman. 


CHASMAN Jeali, sure. Name it. 


EXT. HIGHWAY - OREGON - EVENING 

Chasman’'s asleep. The cat's long gone. Sadie’s at the 
wheel, flying along the highway, radio blasting, applying 
nail polish. 





EXT. SEATTLE - NIGHT - MOVING SHOT 

The CAMERA stays close as Sadie pulls the Impala into 
the parking structure, searching a space. She doesn't 
change speed until she roars into a spot on the third tier. 


SADIE (Regards Chasman; shakes him) We're here. 


He wakes, starts out of the car almost in the same move. 
Sadie reaches for her backpack. 


CHASMAN (/00ks inilo the backseat) Where's the cat. 
Sadie looks at him, shrugs. 


CHASMAN Just took off like that. Bummer. Damn it to 
hell, Sadie. 


He throws up hands, starts away from the car. 


EXT. SEATTLE CENTER - NIGHT 

It's Bumbershoot, Seattle's annual arts festival. The site 
contains the Coliseum, Memorial Stadium, Amphithe- 
ater, RockArena, Opera House .. . It’s a maze of color 
and sound. There are fire dancers, steel drum bands, 
dozens of kiosks, painted faces. It’s a crush, a Zoo. 


INT. OPERA HOUSE LOBBY - NIGHT 
There's a ROAR from the CROWD waiting behind ropes 
as the theater doors open. 


There's a SERIES OF SHOTS as the crowd races through 
tunnels to find seats on the several levels of the theater. 


INT. OPERA HOUSE - NIGHT - FULL SHOT 

Sadie and Chasman have managed to find two seats 
against the back wall of the second balcony. There's no 
further away to be got. It’s a thirty-one-hundred seat 
house, and packed. Somewhere down in the orchestra a 
group starts to sing “Georgia on My Mind” . . . and it’s 
picked up by scattered sections of the house. Then 
there's foot-pounding, and a roar when the curtain rises. 


VOICE (From the speakers; barely heard through the 
din) Ladies and gentlemen, Tramp. 


MED. CLOSE - STAGE 

The FIVE-PIECE BAND settles itself onstage. The LEAD 
SINGER looks round at her band, sharing with them the 
huge response from the audience. The roar is mixed with 
shouts of .. . “Georgia. Georgia.” She has a great face. 
Warm, open. Lustrous eyes. Generous, self-effacing 
smile. Blunt-cut hair falls to her shoulders. 


GEORGIA Hello. Hi... Hello. Whoa... Hi. 
LONG SHOT 


GEORGIA (/:/0 the mike) We're Tramp. It’s good to be 


back home. (Roar from the crowd) | think we're gonna stay 
a while. (Another roar) Sorry we're going up late. Maury and 
Willis were supposed to open for us tonight, but their van 
broke down en route. So, well... More of us, | guess. (Roar 


from the crowd) You people . . . 


The CAMERA pulls in on Sadie. She's transfixed. 


GEORGIA (0...) (Again: appreciative) You people. 


SADIE (Lil/le smile: mouths along with her) Seattle's 
number one. 


LONG SHOT 


GEORGIA The Opera House. Can't believe it. This is 
incredible. (Re the mike) Not gonna need this. (Sleps away 


from it) You hear me? 


There’s instant connection between her and the audi- 
ence. There's another roar as the bass player takes the 
mike, moves it to the side of the stage. 


She waits for the house to settle, takes the solo intro on 
the guitar. There are some screams of recognition. . . 
and she starts to sing “Hard Times.’ It’s a brave song to 
open with. At this distance, she looks very small on the 
huge stage. She just stands there and sings. Her voice 
pours out of her, bell-like. Pure and strong, like an 
instrument. Full of pain, dredged from her gut. The audi- 
ence picks up on the second chorus and sings with her. 


The CAMERA's on Sadie as often as not. She clutches 
Chasman's hand, laces fingers tight through his. Chas- 
man watches her watch the singer. The naked admira- 
tion. Sadie’s swept away by her. 


LONG SHOT 
The song ends with Georgia's solo guitar. And finally just 
her voice, crying out into the hushed house. 


GEORGIA (Si7gi7¢) No more hard times./No more hard 
times./No more hard times./No more hard times. 





Then total silence—for what seems forever. 


GEORGIA (1 e717) quiet) Stephen Foster. 1859. 
Theres a sudden swell from the audience. Screams, whistles. 


GEORGIA Thank you. Thank you. Thank you. 


CLOSE SHOT - SADIE 
Tears stream down her face. She starts to scream, shout 
approval, stomp. 


MED. CLOSE - BAND 
They grin at each other, wait. Quiet, a little awkward. 


GEORGIA (Above the roar) Dan Ferguson on the fiddle. 155 





Joel Hamilton on the bass. Murielle Hodler-Hamilton on key- 
boards. And M.B. Gordy on drums. (70 (be roar) You're great. 
Thank vou. Whoa. 


The band gets ready for the intro to the next song. 


GEORGIA (4 /ifi/le chuckle) Thank you. You people are 


great. 


INT. BACKSTAGE - OPERA HOUSE - NIGHT 

There are work lights on. The stage is crowded with 
press and well-wishers. There's a table of food off to the 
side. Another of drinks . . . a sort of slapdash party for 
the band. Sadie and Chasman wander into it. They're a 
little worse for the wear of nonstop driving. Sadie wipes 
at the mascara smudged beneath her eyes . . . rocks 
back and forth on her heels, suddenly shy. She reaches 
for the pint from her backpack, takes a sip, passes it 
over to Chasman. 


NEW ANGLE 
She watches Georgia on the other side of the stage, en- 
gaged in conversation .. . takes the bottle back from 


Chasman, has another sip, and slips it into the backpack. 
Sadie scat-sings under her breath to keep herself com- 
pany, “Gee Baby, Ain't | Good To You” 

CHASMAN (Drapes an arm round ber; barely dis- 
guised skepticism) She's vour sister, right? 

A MAN comes up behind her, presses his cheek against hers. 
JAKE (/01) | knew you'd be here. 

SADIE (Wi ic/e smile) | didn't know I'd be here. 


Jakes tall, lean, easy, a safety net. And Sadie adores him. 
She turns, hues him tight—long. 


JAKE | felt vou out there. Mish is here. You see Mish? 


Theres a 10-YEAR-OLD GIRL beside Georgia, arm lacing 
her mother’s waist. She catches sight of Sadie. gives her a 
liny wave. 


JAKE |... and Andrew's asleep in the dressing room. He'll 
wander out in a minute. You look amazing. You always look 
amazing. 


SADIE (4 /i//le laugh) | look like shit, Jake. 
JAKE Not to me. Never. 

SADIE This is Chasman. 

CHASMAN |/i\:. 

JAKE This is Jake. 

SADIE Best man in the world. 
CHASMAN |/i\:. 


JAKE Sadie, vou want me to get you something to eat? 
SADIE No thanks, Jake. 

Ihe fiddle player comes up to them. 

FERGUSON How vou doin’, Sadie. It was incredible out 


there tonight, huh. 

SADIE Pretty intense. 

FERGUSON So hiow ya doin’? 

SADIE Great. 

FERGUSON | herd you were with the Trucker for about 


half a second. That true? 

SADIE (eased) You heard that? 
FERGUSON Well, he's my man, you know? 
SADIE You heard that, huh. 


Georgia looks up. sees Sadie, drops hands in surprise. 
Sadie gives her a little shrug, a fist in the air for ber per- 


formance. Georgia’s face. in a matter of seconds, is 


amazing. Delight. apprebension, misgiving, affection. 
Shes always unprepared for Sadie. Georgia crosses to her, 
embraces her: 


GEORGIA 0h God. Oh God. It’s good to see you. 


SADIE You were great out there, man. So infuckingcredibly 
great. You tear me up, you know. What did Dad used to say— 
God kissed her, God kissed that girl. 


GEORGIA 0h God, I'm glad you're here. Well... Well... 
SADIE I ley. Mish. 

MISH Iie). 

SADIE | vet a hug? 

MISH Sure. 

SADIE You don't have to. 

MISH \o. sure. 

She gives her a limp hug round the waist. 

SADIE Vhist was great. 

GEORGIA (\/i1s. ott! of her mouth) So... are vou drinkin’. 
SADIE You know me. Whatever's cheap or free. 
GEORGIA So aire vou here in Seattle 
SADIE |.ooks like it. 

CHASMAN (7/0 Georgia) Wullo. 
SADIE Vhis is Chasman. 
GEORGIA Ili. 

SADIE He's with me. 157 
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GEORGIA 0h)’ 

SADIE Came up from San Francisco. Saved my life. 
GEORGIA 0h). 

CHASMAN Hullo. I'm a fan. So Sadie said you were her 


Sister. 

SADIE Chasman’s a promoter. 
GEORGIA Oh. What do you promote. 
SADIE \ie. 


CHASMAN (7h) re both smashed) Sadie’s among my 
clients, yeah. (A joke) My star client. | met Sadie in San 
Francisco. I'm from Sydney originally. 


GEORGIA Oh. 
CHASMAN You can hear the accent. 


GEORGIA (Slips an arm round Jakes waist) Where are 
you staying. 


SADIE Well, | thought—you know—I'd come home for a 
little, maybe. 


GEORGIA Well, that’s great. Ferguson heard you were with 
Trucker. 


JAKE Emmett Trucker? 


SADIE “I'm gonna make you mine” Trucker, yeah. For 
about half a minute. Yeah. 


CHASMAN (70 Georgia) You're great. You were great 
tonight. What you do up there . . . 


GEORGIA Thank you. 

CHASMAN | know you think that sounds like bullshit. 
GEORGIA No. (70 Sadie) We're staying in town tonight. .. 
JAKE Let us get you a room at the hotel. 

GEORGIA Unless you... 

SADIE That'd be great. 

GEORGIA You thinking of staying with us for a little? 
SADIE Until | got settled. 

GEORGIA That'd be fantastic. 

SADIE | could help with the house. 


GEORGIA Well, maybe not. Jake, has somebody got an eye 
on Andrew. 


JAKE Andrew's fine. 

GEORGIA \lish, you want to go see Andrew? 
MISH Sure. (As she drifts off) See you, Sadie. 
SADIE You bet. 


GEORGIA What are your plans... 

CHASMAN Chasman. 

SADIE He's got to go back. 

CHASMAN Not tonight. 

SADIE No, not tonight. 

CHASMAN Not tomorrow, maybe, either. It's a long ride. 
SADIE Well, we'll see, won't we. 

GEORGIA ‘here's tons of food over there. 
CHASMAN (an | fix you a plate? 

GEORGIA | was thinking of you guys actually. 


INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT - MED. SHOT - GEORGIA 
She lies in bed, stares up at the ceiling. 


GEORGIA (4 moment; a grin) She looks like she’s from 
Mars... 


JAKE (0.8.) (Calls from the bathroom) She \ooks great. 
Knock it off. 


GEORGIA She looks like hell, Jake. 
JAKE (0.8.) She's your sister, Georgia. 


GEORGIA | know she’s my sister. She can be my sister and 
still look like hell. 


JAKE She looks like she needs a little support, you know? 
GEORGIA (Under her breath) And what else is new. 
JAKE From you— 

GEORGIA Well, she always has that, hasn't she. Hasn't she. 


Jake comes out of the bathroom, sits at the edge of the bed 


GEORGIA Hasn't she. 
JAKE Well... She worships you. Me, too. 
He wraps arms round her, kisses her. 


GEORGIA (7) the feel of him) Umm. Umm. That's so nice. 


INT. SADIE’S HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 

Chasman's sound asleep. Sadie sits on the bed, still 
dressed, half under covers .. . nurses a bottle of Jim 
Beam, sings snips of “Whose Honey Are You?,” flips the 
remote, blank station to blank station, past the ancient 
flick, and back round again to it. . . all that’s on. 


LAP DISSOLVE: 
INT. SADIE'S HOTEL ROOM - DAWN - HIGH SHOT 
Sadie and Chasman make sleepy lazy love. 


EXT. HOTEL - SEATTLE - DAY - FULL SHOT 

Georgia and Jake are settled in the van at curbside . . . 
waiting on Sadie, several yards up the street, standing at 
the Impala. Chasman’'s behind the wheel. 


NEW ANGLE 

Sadie and Chasman manage never to look at each other. 
Sadie squints constantly at something in the distance; 
she doesn't know what. And Chasman’'s eyes shift from 
one thing to another. They're both a little drug out. 
SADIE (Finally) So. You know. Thanks, Chasman. 
CHASMAN \e:i!). 

SADIE You saved my life, right? 

CHASMAN J\e:i!). 

SADIE Drive careful, all right? 

CHASMAN So vou comin’ back or what. 

SADIE Sure. And vou find a gig—sooner, you know. 


CHASMAN Jou should cut down on the juice before you 
start looking like shit, vou know. 


SADIE Yeah. The pot calling the kettle black. 
CHASMAN [1 not out there in the limelight. 
SADIE Yeah, not like me, right. 

CHASMAN Je: 


SADIE Well, sometimes vou got to turn it down. You know, 
Chasman? 


CHASMAN Jeiil). 

SADIE When it gets too intense. 

CHASMAN Yeah. (4 voment) Yeah. Say ta to your sis. 
SADIE Seril. 

CHASMAN [in gonna get another cat. 

SADIE \exli. 

She steps back from the car and be pulls away. 

INT. VAN - DAY 

It's on the highway, heading southwest toward the coast. 
Jake is at the wheel. Mish is just behind him, in round 


rimless glasses, her back up against the angle of the 
door and the seat, reading. 


Sadie’s got ANDREW, five, the spit image of Jake, seated 
on her lap, fingers on both hands laced into hers. Geor- 
gia, in the passenger seat, looks back at them through 
the rearview mirror. 


SADIE (1 /ic/-song. from Lewis Carrols “Lobster Quadrille’: 


finy voice: for Andrew) See how eagerly the lobsters/And the 
turtles all advance/Thev re waiting on the shingle/Will you 
come and join the dance?/ Will va, won't va/ Will va, won't 
vw Won't va join the dance / Will ya, won't va/ Will va, won't 
Wise 


JUMP CUT TO: 
EXT. VAN 


SADIE (1.0.) (Overtakes the above) ... He would not, 
could not/Would not, could not/Could not join the dance. 
Georgia picks up the harmony... 

SADIE AND GEORGIA \\ hat matters it how far we 
v0?/The scaly friend replied/There’s another shore you 
know/Upon the other side . . . 


INT. VAN 
Occasionally Andrew will join for several words, in 
advance of or tailing them. 


SADIE AND GEORGIA ‘hie further off from England / 
The nearer is to France /So turn not pale beloved snail/But 
come and join the dance /Will va, won't va/Will va, won't ya... 


Mish never takes eves from her book. 
NEW ANGLE 
A FLOCK OF HERONS lifts off into the air, CLOSE IN 


FRAME. It’s God's country. Green valleys, meadows. The 
van heads up into the hills. 


INT. VAN 
JAKE What's a Chasman, Sade. That his first name? Last 


name? 


SADIE It's Charles. You know. And then Chas. You know, It 
would be like saving Chuck. Like say, Chuck, man. So then it 
was Chas, man. Evervbody calls him Chasman ... [t's not a 
very good story. 


ANDREW \\. 

JAKE And he does what? 

GEORGIA Ile's a promoter. He promotes. 

heres a silence. 

JAKE He's a lush, Sadie. 

SADIE | know he’s a lush. (777) So how do | look to you, 


Georgia. 
GEORGIA Jou always look good to me, Sadie. 


ANDREW (Sca/-siivgs) He would not, could not/Would not, 
could not... 
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EXT. FARMHOUSE - EARLY MORNING 

It's clapboard, wind-washed and ancient. There's a barn, 
several outbuildings . . . still not really a working farm. 
There are some chickens and a pig, several geese, some 
horses, a brook or two. There's early morning mist - 
thick. It will turn into storm. 


INT. LIVING ROOM - FARMHOUSE - FULL SHOT 

The room is all comfort. As much as it appears Georgia's 
eye, Jake's hand is apparent in every choice. Mish is 
curled in the armchair alongside the fireplace, reading, 
feet tucked into the bottoms of flannel pajamas. Andrew 
lies on his stomach on the carpet, in front of stereo 
speakers, eyes vacant, the Pogues floating over him. 


INT. KITCHEN - FULL SHOT 

It’s a large, practical, authentic country kitchen. Sadie 
makes the children’s lunches, perched on a stool, 
heels hooked on its rung. Georgia cooks hot cereal at 
the stove. Jake sets the table . . . toast, butter, pre- 
serves. 


SADIE | mean, it fired loud. But | didn’t get hit by any- 
thing. He had guns everywhere. He just always thinks people 
are doing him in. And so he’s always expecting, like, a siege. 


GEORGIA (Calls into the other room) Mish... 
MISH /0.8.) Yeah. Okay. I will. 


SADIE And so, everybody's out to get you. And also germs. 
He has a thing about germs. And the faucet had to be right in 
the middle of the sink, or his life was ruined. 


Georgia pours cereal into bowls, sets them on the table 
with a bowl of brown sugar. 


GEORGIA Come on, you guys. 

JAKE You want me to take them? 
GEORGIA No, |'!! take them. 

JAKE Well, Sadie’s here. 

GEORGIA ||! take them. Andrew... 
The two children straggle into the kitchen. 
ANDREW Js there brown sugar? 


SADIE And he would do these midnight raids, where he 
would look through cupboards to see if I'd eaten anything. 


Mish is deep into her book. 
GEORGIA \lish ... 
ANDREW Are there grapes? 


SADIE (/ovks into the fridge: finds grapes) He's definitely 
multiple personalities. | mean, there were three main ones. 


And two were very mean. And there were, like, subgroups. 


Jake kisses Georgia ’s neck, pours her some coffee. 


SADIE (Brings the grapes to Andrew) There you go, 
Druid. He'd roll joints big as cigars. He was real nice when he 
smoked. He'd become really mellow. He'd smoke two huge 
spleefs. And still sing great. And you know, he can be so won- 
derful. He can be such a fabulous singer. He has great vocal 
range, great breath control. 


GEORGIA (Ger//); fo the point) You kids have about 


twenty minutes before you have to be out that door. 


INT. FARMHOUSE - TIGHT CLOSE 

Andrew moves too CLOSE past FRAME, Mish behind 
him. Georgia follows . . . screen door slams shut, leaving 
Jake and Sadie behind. 

ANDREW Jive. 

SADIE (0.5. ) bive. 


MED. LONG SHOT 
Georgia opens the van door. 


ANDREW (\oice drifis back) \s she gonna stay . . . 
GEORGIA Don't know. 
ANDREW Shotgun. 


He climbs into the front seat. . . 
INT. KITCHEN - MORNING 


SADIE (4 soment) That woman can sure as hell sing. 
JAKE As opposed to what, Sadie. 


SADIE |id | say something? I didn't mean anything by it, 
Jake. Everything's jake, Jake. 


INT. VAN - MORNING 
It's started to pour, the wipers can't keep up with it. The 
sky's darkened. Georgia's focused on the road. Mish 
reads in the backseat. 


GEORGIA Mish, you're gonna ruin your eyes. 


Mish closes the book, removes her glasses, settles them in 
the case, puts the case in her pocket and looks out at the 
rain. 


INT. KITCHEN - MORNING - MED. CLOSE - SINK 

Jake shuffles the dishes through soapy water, rinses, sets 
them into the rack. The rain’s a deluge. Sadie leans 
against the counter, sips at the vodka. 


SADIE ||! dry. 
JAKE It's okay. They'll drain. 
Sadie grins. Theres a sexual tension in the room he ignores. 


JAKE What are you doing, It’s eight o'clock in the morning. 
You need not to do that around the kids, okay? 


SADIE Wouldn't. | don’t need to say I'm grateful I'm here. 
JAKE No, Sadie. 

SADIE How was the tour. 

JAKE Great. | wasn't on the tour. 

SADIE (hi. 

JAKE | don't manage the band anymore. 

SADIE No’ 


JAKE Not for six years, Sadie. (A grin) You don’t know what 
the hell I do, do you. 


SADIE | do. Sure | do. 
JAKE (4 laugh) You're so fucked. 


SADIE | clo. 
JAKE | teach. | write. 
SADIE | knew that. 


JAKE | want to start working the farm. I like doing stuff 
with my hands. I'm good with my hands. They think they 
own her. They think they own her. I'd be walking around 
making sure the sound’s good, everything's fine. And I've had 
guys go, “Hey, you're with the band. God, I'd like to fuck 
her.” And you gotta—you know you got to bland it off. You 
know, we've been through it. She slept with somebody. Or I 
slept with somebody. Or we thought we were gonna sleep with 
somebody. Fights are one thing. But the sex, you know. | 
think we both hurt each other. We've done just about every lie 
there is. And sometimes I'm amazed that somehow we're 
here. And there are no more lies. And all I can think of is that 
| fell in love with her the moment I laid eyes on her. You 
know she’s Georgia. And it was right. You know. We're gonna 
grow old together. 


EXT. FARMHOUSE - MORNING - HIGH SHOT (FROM 
THE UPSTAIRS WINDOW) 

Georgia tears through the downpour with the sack of 
groceries. Jake's guiding the horses back into the barn. 


INT. FARMHOUSE 

Sadie comes down the stairs unsteadily, arms loaded with 
sheets . . . slips a few stairs, catches herself. The CAM- 
ERA stays with her as she starts through the kitchen. 
Georgia's shedding soaking clothes . . . roughing a towel 
through drenched hair. 


SADIE (07 fhe move) | stripped the beds. 
GEORGIA You didn’t need to do that. 
SADIE Yeah, well. Sure | did. 
GEORGIA [1's pouring, Sadie. 


SADIE And you hang them out. How dumb to forget. Well, 
no harm done. (Re the dress) | borrowed this, okay. 


GEORGIA Whatever, it’s fine. You don’t need to clean my 
house, Sadie. 


SADIE | was cleaning motel rooms. Really. No, really. “Oh 
God, Sadie, reduced to that.” Or, is there anything Sadie can't 
be reduced to. 


GEORGIA Jou want to give me a break, Sadie. 
SADIE You want to give me one. | can feel what you're feeling. 


GEORGIA (4 long moment; finally) No. No you can't, 
Sadie. No. You can’t feel what I'm feeling. You aren't me. 


Sadie stands there silent. 


GEORGIA | believe in you. I've always believed in you. 
SADIE | think we should not get into this. 


GEORGIA Fine. Better for me. Oh, shit. (Avother moment) 
Dad's coming to stay for a week. Friday. 


SADIE | won't be here. 

GEORGIA [1 vets really tense, Sadie. 

SADIE | won't be here, okay. How's he doing. 
GEORGIA | think fine. | think all right. You need some 


money? 


SADIE Yeah. Yeah. Something to get started on. I'm good 
for it. 


GEORGIA | don't want you to be good for it. It pleases me 
to be able to give it to you. I love being able to give it to you. 


SADIE Okay. Things are going to break for me. There's not 
a doubt in my mind. This has all got to be about something, 
This whole adventure. Everything's stored for later use. There 
must be a pony. 


INT. LARRY’S GREENFRONT - SEATTLE - NIGHT 

It's small and jammed. The BAND .. . DRUMS, RHYTHM 
AND LEAD GUITARS, BASS, AND HARMONICA, do an 
odd assortment of covers. Them, a lot of Velvet Under- 
ground and almost any Lou Reed. 


The dance floor's crowded. The band's mid-“There She 
Goes Again.” The CAMERA WANDERS the band (the 
drummer's a little stoned, hat covering his eyes), PANS 
the sweaty flushed faces of the DANCERS. 
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The band plays pretty good rock; there's a lot of intelli- 
gence. They've managed to stay more or less employed. 
They've pushed 30, played too many clubs with too 
many drunks, too many weddings. 


Sadie’s at the bar nursing Jim Beam, rocks with, mouths 
the backup. 


BOBBY (ead singer)... Now take a look/there’s no tears 
in her eyes/Like a bird, you know she will fly/Fly fly away/ 
Ah, see her walking on down the street /Look at your friends/ 
that she’s gonna meet/She’s gonna fall, shout,/she’s gonna 
work it/She'’s gonna work it out, bye bye /Bye b-bye b-bye bye 
bye b-b-b-b-bye. Bye baby /Aw, she’s all right. . . 


The band finishes to respectfully generous enthusiasm. 


BOBBY Thank you. You're very kind. We're gonna take a 
break. Everybody buy a pitcher of beer if you want us back. 
We like the gig. 


He steps off the bandstand, starts for the bar. The man 
beside Sadie relinquishes his stool. 


BOBBY | saw you come in. 


SADIE (70 the bartender) Whatever he’s drinkin’, I'm 
buyin’. 


BARTENDER You want a beer, Bobby? 

BOBBY Yeah, fine. 

BARTENDER (70 Sadie) You want another round. 
BOBBY No. Nice dress. 


SADIE It’s Georgia's. | hear you're looking for a backup 
singer. 


BOBBY Where'd you hear that. 
SADIE | made it up. C'mon, Bobby. 
He doesn't respond, sips at his beer. 
SADIE | want two solos. 

He shakes his head, laughs. 


SADIE (C'mon, Bobby. We were good together. Leland’s still 
with you, and Paul. 


BOBBY You want to sit in? 

SADIE Yeah. 

BOBBY How was San Francisco. 

SADIE | had a few gigs. Got myself a manager. 
BOBBY Yeah? You did a gig with Trucker? 
SADIE Yeah. Unreal. 


CUT TO: 


MED. CLOSE - SADIE 
She stands at the side of the bandstand, sips at the drink, 
sets it on the floor. The crowd has thinned considerably. 


BOBBY (/7//0 the mike) | want you to welcome a good 
friend. Georgia's baby sister, Sadie Flood. C'mon, ya'll. Give 
it up. (Zo Sadie; selects it for her) “Almost Blue.” 


There's a smattering of applause. She gets up to the mike, 
adjusts it. 


SADIE Hi. 
Bobby starts the intro. A drunk returns the greeting. 
SADIE (Grins) Comrade. 


She settles. Bobby starts the intro again. She barely 
breathes the song into the mike. There's not much of a 
voice there. It's weak and unsteady—scratched. But she’s 
so incredibly exposed, so inside the lyric, naked under the 
eccentric make-up, the bracelets and chains and rings. So 
heartbreakingly happy to be up there. Wildly in love with 
what she does. It almost takes the breath away. 


SADIE Almost blue /Almost doing things we used to do/ 
There's a guy here/And he's almost you /Almost/All the 
things you/promised with your eyes/I see in his too/Now my 
eyes are red from crying /Almost blue /Flirting with this di- 
saster/became me/It made me as a fool/Who only aimed to 
be /Almost blue/Almost touching it will almost do/There's a 
part of me that’s /always true /Always/All the things that you/ 
promised with your eyes/I see in his too/Now my eyes are red 
from crying /Almost you/Almost me/Almost blue. (/7/o the 
mike; small) Thank you. 


BOBBY ((Quie!; barely audible) Okay. 





INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT 

It's an imaginatively partitioned loft, broken into a hand- 
ful of living spaces, and overlooks the Winslow ferry dock. 
The rent is right. Bobby switches on the light. Sadie 
stands there with her backpack a moment, crosses to 
the window. 

SADIE | forgot how much I love this place. 

BOBBY A few days, Sadie. That's it. 

SADIE Scout's honor. 

BOBBY /f we take you on, the first time you fuck us over . . . 
SADIE |'m not going to fuck you over. 

BOBBY ‘Cause the band’s doing okay. 

SADIE |'m not going to fuck you over, Bobby. 

BOBBY You show up, standing up, both. 


He gets pillows and blankets from a shelf, unrolls the futon. 


There's a moment. 


BOBBY Jou ve been out of my life. | don’t want you back in 
it. Not like before. 


SADIE Yeah, | know. It’s okay. Don't shit where you eat. It's 
top of the list. 


BOBBY Sadie. With the make-up. A hair less . . . of every- 
thing. 


SADIE You re the boss. 

BOBBY (4 #oment) Did you fuck him? 
SADIE Whio. 

BOBBY Trucker. 

SADIE (Can 1 decide; finally) No. 

He regards her. She gives him a little smile. 
INT. LOFT - NIGHT 


Sadie sits cross-legged on the futon, watches the small 
portable TV. 


INT. LELAND’S GARAGE - DAY 

The band’s in the middle of a practice session. Bobby's 
doing a vocal. Leland’s lead guitar. Sadie’s singing back- 
up, picking it up (reads from the page). It's loud and up 
and grinding rock. 


SADIE (4/ the finish; a smile; to Bobby) You write that? 
BOBBY (/3i/es back pleasure) Yeah. 
SADIE Yeah? You wrote this, huh. 


The rest of the band starts to laugh. Bobbys flustered. 
embarrassed at his reaction to Sadie’s praise. 


SADIE \eali’ 
BOBBY (Okay, Sadie. 


JUMP CUT TO: 

MED. CLOSE SHOT - EVENING 

Sadie straddles the chair, rests her chin against the back 
of it, eyes on the floor. She’s done for the day. Leland’s 
experimenting with the last few bars of Otis Redding’s 
“Cigarettes and Coffee.” 


LELAND | thought maybe, you know, we could try it like that. 


SADIE There's only so many ways to do the song, Leland. 
Nobody's listening to the guitar at that point, you know? 
Everybody's listening to the vocal. They'll be listening to 
Bobby. Doesn't matter what you're playing. 


LELAND Excuse me. Did | interrupt you . . . 
SADIE Listen, | got nowhere to go. Whatever you want to 


do. Let's beat it to death. 
Bobby eves her. She gets up. stretches. 


SADIE |'m out of line. (70 the drummer, whos nodding 
out) You with us, Herman? 


INT. THE CENTRAL TAVERN - NIGHT 

The bartender has three shots lined up at the end of the 
bar. He points to them as Sadie steps off the stage, 
heads for them. He nods toward a table. Sadie takes a 
sip, toasts the MAN at the table. 


JUMP CUT TO: 

Sadie and Bobby sing Lou Reed's “Sally Can't Dance.’ 
There's a YOUNG KID at a corner table near the bar, 22 
maybe ... and smitten. 


EXT. THE CENTRAL TAVERN - NIGHT 

The van's backed up to the door in the alley. They pile on 
equipment. 

LELAND [1's supposed to rain tomorrow. 

BAND (/)) ison) Nobody answer the phone. 


Leland and Herman and Paul take off in the van. Bobby, 
Sadie and Clay (the harmonica player) walk round the 
corner onto the main drag. 


FULL SHOT 

The kid at the bar leans against the car halfway up the 
block, waits for them to pass. 

AXEL (S/y enthusiasm) Hi. 

BOBBY Iii. 

The kid watches them for several moments, then ducks 


into the immaculate vintage Chery. 


EXT. OUTDOOR STAGE - DAY 
It's a squall. The area overlooks Puget Sound. Herman's 
in the van with the equipment. 


The rest of the band stand like drowned rats in the 
downpour. They wait. A car drives up to the curb. The 
PROMOTER exits it, annoyed, crosses to them. 
PROMOTER Which one’s Mellon? 

BOBBY \lec. 


PROMOTER (/1i//s ou! a roll of bills) What's this, nobody 
answers their phones? What'd you think, you were gonna play 
in this? 

BOBBY We vot a gig, we show up, man. 


PROMOTER Seah, right. 
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They watch him head back to the car, pull away. Bobby 
waves the roll, they shriek elation. 


INT. BAR - BOWLING ALLEY - NIGHT - MED. CLOSE 
SHOT 


SADIE (0.8.) (Singing) You're out of the woods/ You're 
out of the dark/You're out of the night/Step into the sun / 
Step into the light... 


The waitress swings out the door, with its porthole window. 
tray of drinks for the bowlers. 


Sadie’s on the small stage in the noisy bar, singing Yip 
Harburg’s “Optimistic Voices.” 


SADIE .... Hold on to your heart/Hold on to your hat/ 
Hold on to your dreams/This magical place/Is more than it 
seems... 


There's no applause at the finish. The band steps offstage. 
starts for the back, and a smoke. A DRUNK at the bar stops 
Sadie. 


DRUNK Great song. You're great. 
SADIE Okay, pal. You, too. 
DRUNK Stick to it. 

SADIE Buy me a drink? 
DRUNK Jou got it. 


INT. BOWLING ALLEY - NIGHT 
The band bowls a few frames. 


EXT. BOWLING ALLEY - NIGHT 
They load equipment onto the van. Leland, Paul, Bobby 
and Herman light up simultaneously. 


Sadie opens her hand; the bindle rests in her palm. 


SADIE (O//er) From a tan. Anybody want it. 

LELAND Whaat is it. 

BOBBY blow. 

LELAND Don't you want it? 

SADIE It's not my drug of choice. Nobody? It’s gone. 

INT. BATHROOM - BOWLING ALLEY - NIGHT - CLOSE 


SHOT 
The bindle swirls and disappears into the toilet. 


NEW ANGLE 
Sadie comes out of the bathroom into the little pathway 
outside the darkened kitchen. 


HERMAN (//c// ¢here) What'd you have, Sadie. 


SADIE It was blow. 

HERMAN | woulda took it. 

SADIE | offered, Herman. 

HERMAN Was | there? 

SADIE Yeah, Herman. 

HERMAN Wow. 

SADIE What do you want with blow, Herman. 
He doesn't answer. 

HERMAN What'd you do with it. 

SADIE | flushed it. 

HERMAN | wish you'd asked. 

SADIE You know where you are, Herman? 
HERMAN We're in a fucking bowling alley. 
SADIE You got a way home? 


HERMAN Yeah, Leland. (As /hey start out) This gig 
sucked, man. What'd we make for this? This sucked. | hate 
the fucking bowling alleys, man. 


INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY - DAY 

There's a cardboard box filled with half a dozen or so emp- 
ty liquor bottles outside the door. Sadie opens the door a 
sliver, wraps a flimsy secondhand kimono around her. 


AXEL Delivery. 


She isn't quite sober, hasnt gotten all her make-up washed 
off. and she’s half asleep. 


SADIE (7hroat thick; she keeps clearing it) Yeah, thanks. 
AXEL Mr. Bruno had me stop at the liquor store on the way. 
SADIE Mr. Bruno’s a great man. How much do I owe you. 
He studies her for a moment, smiles. 


AXEL Oh. (Checks the tag) The groceries are two-seventy- 
nine. The liquor’s thirty-six even. 

SADIE Come in. (Refers to the empties; offhand) \ got to 
take those down. 


INT. APARTMENT 

It's a small, cheaply furnished studio apartment - and a 
mess. Clothes everywhere . . . underwear, Chinese take- 
out cartons. She picks up a token thing or two. 


SADIE Sorry about the mess. | never get a chance to pick 
up. You know. Days just . . . get away from me. 


She reaches into the empty pockets of a jacket, finds her 


oe 


wallet on the counter, pulls some bills from it, not enough 
_.. makes the rest up in change from the change purse. 
Avel tries not to stare. smile pasted on his mouth. 


SADIE Are vou all right. 
AXEL What? I'm okay. I'm not a maniac or anything. 


SADIE (Puls the crush of money into his hand) And 
there’s a little something for you. 


AXEL Hey, no. You know | don't feel right about that. 
SADIE It's not a lot. And I'd like you to have it. 
AXEL | know who vou are. 

SADIE (eased) Yeah? 

AXEL | trv to catch you. 

SADIE Then I'm glad you're out there. 


She pulls out groceries... a quart of milk and six pack- 
ages of handy snacks, the peanut butter—filled cheddar 
cracker sandwich variety. 


AXEL No, | do. Whenever, you know. [ think you're great. 
“Only Blue.” 


SADIE “Almost Blue.” 
AXEL Yeah. Great song. 
SADIE Well. that’s Mr. Costello. 


AXEL | don't know. Everything you do. Yeah. So I'm mak- 
ing a perfect ass of myself. 


SADIE (Grins) Yeah, | guess so. 
AXEL What would you think if 1 sort of hung out. 
SADIE (/i//le laugh) What. 


AXEL Yeah. You know. Like, hung out with you. Made myself 
useful. | could do that. 


SADIE | don't know what you're talking about. 


AXEL It wouldn't have to be... vou know. | mean, that’s 
not why. 


SADIE Then why. 


AXEL | didn't mean to offend you. | have the highest re- 
spect for you. | was brought up to have the highest respect 
for women. Very much so. 


SADIE How old are you. 

AXEL liventy-two. 

SADIE What's your name. 

AXEL Axel. 

SADIE Well, ['m gonna have a drink, Axel. Would you like 


one? 


AXEL Don't drink. 
SADIE You re a very nice person, Axel. 


AXEL Thank you. 


INT. BALLROOM - FOUR SEASONS HOTEL - LATE AFTER- 
NOON - CLOSE SHOT 
Sadie manages to filch some hors d'oeuvres into her purse. 


CLOSE SHOT 

White doves are released from cages, fly past the LENS, 
up to the ceiling. There's a SERIES OF TIGHT CLOSE 
SHOTS. 


The BRIDE and GROOM are lifted up into the air on 
chairs; the band plays “Hava Nagilah.” The MEN lift the 
groom, WOMEN the bride; huge floral arrangements dec- 
orate the tables; guests are dressed to the nines. There's 
loads of champagne. It’s a well-paying gig for the band. 


CUT TO: 
MED. CLOSE - SADIE 


SADIE (/11/0 the mike with confidence: shes learned it 
phonetically) Oi oi oi, Yussel Yussel Yussel . . . 


The guests clap along with her between forkfuls. She's in 
her best duds... thrift-store basic black, done up with a 
long strand of beads, the row of bracelets, paste drop ear- 
rings. She's a little pale. feverish. 


CUT TO: 

MOVING SHOT 

The FATHER OF THE BRIDE sends over a tray of cham- 
pagne to the band. 


The bride and groom have their first dance, to Chris 
Isaak’s “This Love Will Last.” Bobby sings the lyric. The 
guests applaud the couple. The father of the bride cuts in. 


INT. BATHROOM 
Sadie takes a long swig of Nyquil, checks herself in the 
mirror. 


INT. BALLROOM 

The band takes a break. There's a table set aside for 
them. They eat, put the food away. WAITERS pour them 
wine. 


MED. CLOSE - SADIE - AT THE MIKE 


SADIE (Sines Lou Reed)... Anything that you might 
do/I'm gonna do too/You held up a stagecoach in the 
rain/And I'm doing the same . . . 


The CAMERA ZOOMS back to the corner of the ceiling. 
The VOICE comes from the distance. Sadie watches her- 
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self, stoned, cut off from the person at the mike. 


MED. CLOSE - BRIDE AND GROOM - AT THE DAIS 
Her eyes shine behind the horn-rimmed glasses; her 
pale skin's a rash of freckles. The groom lifts aside her 
hair, kisses the back of her neck. 


NEW ANGLE 


BOBBY AND SADIE (/<is/ chorus)... Vt do anything 
for you/Anything you want me to/T'Tl do anything for you/Oh 
oh, I'm sticking with you/Oh oh, I'm sticking with you . . . 


INT. CLOAKROOM 
Sadie and Herman share a joint. 


INT. BALLROOM 
The bride and groom dance close to the bandstand. 
Bobby leans down to hear her request. 


NEW ANGLE 


SADIE (/1:/0 the mike: brides request: Lou Reed) V\\be 
vour mirror/Reflect what you are/In case you don't know/ 
I'll be the wind the rain and the sunset/The light on your 
door/To show that you're home/When you think the night 
has seen your mind/That inside you're twisted and unkind / 
Let me stand to show that. . . 


She glazes over, goes blank, starts to back off from the 
mike. Bobby rescues her. takes over. 


She glues herself to the back wall. gone. She doesn't know 
where she is. 


BOBBY Please put down your hands/’Cause | see you/ 
| find it hard to believe you don't know/The beauty you 
are/But if you don’t let me be your eyes/A hand to your 
darkness/So you won't be afraid . . . 


His voice is an echo. 

EXT. FOUR SEASONS HOTEL - NIGHT 

Sadie's collapsed around Bobby. He deposits her in the 
backseat of the VW. 

BOBBY (7/0) the GIRL behind the wheel) Sorry, Hon. 
GIRL (/asy) S‘all right, Bobby. 

The members of the band call out good nights. Bobby 


slides into the seat alongside Sadie. 


INT. VW - NIGHT 
The girl's pulled away from the curb. 


SADIE (A//er a moment; mumbles) Why'd you leave me, 
Bobby. 


He doesnt respond. 


GIRL (A//er a moment) She's not gonna get sick in the 
Rabbit, is she. 


SADIE It's the fuckin’ Nyquil, man. Don't get pissed at me. 
GIRL [Don't get sick in the Rabbit. Okay, Sadie? 

Bobby rolls down windows: icy air blows in on them. 
BOBBY She slid down the wall and passed out. Nothing 


major. 


INT. APARTMENT STAIRWELL - NIGHT 
Bobby semi-carries Sadie up the stairs. The girl follows 
with Sadie's coat and purse, one shoe. 


NEW ANGLE 
The girl searches Sadie’s purse, finds the keys, opens 
the door. 


INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - NIGHT 
Axel looks up as Bobby carries Sadie through the door. 
The apartment's picked up, dusted, vacuumed, organized. 


AXEL (13) way of introduction) Vim with her. 


INT. BATHROOM —- NIGHT 
Bobby sits Sadie down on the toilet seat. The girl starts 
the bath. Axel stands in the doorway, watches. 


SADIE (// 8 as though her bones have melted) You know 
| love vou, Bobby. Because you taught me to listen to the 
bottom. Bass and drums, man. 


There's no way to slip her out of her clothes. 

BOBBY //ired/) Shut up, Sadie. 

SADIE Don't play it. Don't lie it. If you're gonna do it. Be it. 
Trv it. 

BOBBY Don't you wish you'd said it, Sadie. 

SADIE Don't cut me loose, Bobby. I'll disappear. 
BOBBY J)0 yourself a favor... 

AXEL What kind of a thing is that to say. 

SADIE You used to be able to get my clothes off. 
BOBBY Shiu up, Sadie. 


He picks her up, puts ber in the tub fully clothed. She slips 
under. He reaches in, pulls her head above water, drapes 
her arms over the side of the tub. 


BOBBY (Down on haunches; into her face) You know 
what, Sadie . . . 


SADIE /Sia/l) | got the flu, Bobby. 


Bobby shakes his head. 


AXEL It’s true, man. She was burning up. I told her, you 
know. She shouldn't mess around. But you know, she had 
the gig and everything... 


Bobby gets to his feet, starts out of the bathroom. His girl 


falls in alongside him, puts an arm round his waist and 


they head for the door. 


INT. APARTMENT - LATE AFTERNOON 
Street lamps have just gone on. There's still some light in 
the sky. Axel pulls the shades. 


The sheet and pillows are drenched with sweat. Sadie 
wakens. 


AXEL Hi. 


MED. FULL SHOT 

Axel sets a bowl of soup on the floor, adjusts pillows. 
Sadie shivers against cold. Axel puts his sweater round 
her shoulders to protect her from chill, spoon-feeds her. 


SADIE What are you doing here, Axel. 
AXEL Well, that’s evident, huh. 


INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT - MED. CLOSE 
Axel covers the lamp with a threadbare towel to cut the 
glare. 


AXEL So | think it’s okay to deliver groceries, you know. I've 
done a lot of things. I've done a lot worse. I've got my whole 
life ahead of me. My love is cars. I fix vintage cars. | think 
there’s where my future is, very much so. You don’t take me 
seriously. 


SADIE Yeah, | do, Axel. 


AXEL I'm young, but I know what love is. I miss love. I miss 
it. | had a really great lady. She gave up everything for me. 
She followed me to Chicago, and we lived together for two 
years. Twenty-four hours a day. And one day she said, “That's 
it. We aren't anymore.” And she went back to Minnesota. | 
never heard from her again. 


SADIE | in sorry, Axel. 


AXEL See, | know if it’s really love, you try to work it out if 
it’s going wrong. So maybe it wasn’t love. I have these goals 
about getting to know myself better. So I’m not so dependent 
on love. There's a lot of unkindness in the world. You know, 
your life—your day, your day could be the most important 
part. One day could be the most important thing in your life 
and you'd never know it. I think, you know, you're good for 
me. | walk into a club, and here's this beautiful girl smiling at 
me. Singing to me. These shining eyes. At me. And she makes 
me real. She gives me reality. You know? So I'm in love. 


INT. NEW MELODY - NIGHT 

The club's packed to the rafters. Ranch Romance is on- 
stage. It's a four-woman, one-recently-acquired-man, 
Seattle-based country swing band. They finish the set 
with their “Arizona Moon,” the place goes wild. 


JO MILLER (ead singer) Thank you all. 


She steps off the stage . .. moves to a corner table, em- 
braces Sadie. She's laid back, and very gentle . . . voice 
soothing. 


JO MILLER |'m glad you could make it. 
SADIE Well, | had to see you. This is Axel. 
JO MILLER Hi, Axel. 

She sits at the table with them. 


JO MILLER The band was hot tonight. I want you to give 
my best to Bobby. You people are working. 


SADIE Doing good, yeah. 
JO MILLER You know who came by the Backstage. Georgia. 
SADIE Really. When. 


JO MILLER Wednesday. We were there Wednesday and 
Thursday. Wednesday. (A moment) Did I just screw around 
with a can of worms. 


SADIE (Laughs) No... 


JO MILLER ‘Cause if it's there, I'll step in it. You know, we 
opened for Georgia. 


SADIE | heard. 


JO MILLER In Eugene. In Austin. In Winnipeg. So she came 
by. They were coming off the ceiling . . . (Another moment) 
| don’t think she would feel good stepping in your light. 


SADIE (An affectionate) Fuck you very much, Jo. 


EXT. FARMHOUSE - MORNING 

It's mist. Axel’s vintage Chevy is parked in front of the 
house. Jake's on the front porch, slipping into a padded 
flannel jacket. He watches Georgia and HER FATHER in 
the distance, moving toward the brook, Georgia's arm 
linked into his. The two take long ambling strides, having 
their moment's privacy . . . comfortable with silence. 


INT. FARMHOUSE - MORNING 

There's always music in the house. Axel’s on the couch 
between the two children, a book open on his lap... A 
thousand pages of small print. 


Axel's intriguing to them, something foreign and ex- 
plorable. 167 





168 


AXEL I've had this crazy book since | was a little kid. My 
dad gave it to me. See there, | stuck this sticker on it. And | 
just started reading it. I just looked at the pictures when | was 
little. To me, | don't know, it’s interesting. It takes vou all 
over, to the ancient wonders of the world, places you'd never 
know about because they're gone. Look at this . . . it's called 
“No Woman's Land.” (Reads haltingly) “I's a rocky penin- 
sula called Mt. Athos, in northern Greece . . .” 


The children bite grins, listen, polite. 


AXEL No woman has ever been here. It’s a thousand vears 
old and has forty-six-hundred inhabitants. No child has ever 
been born within the country’s boundaries, not for a thou- 
sand years. And when he begins to tell the story, he says, “All 
right, children, | want all the boys on one side and all the 
girls on the other side.” And he says, “Now, girls, you can't 
come with us on this journey. | know you're upset, but don't 
take it personally,” or something like that. . . 

Mish studies him. Andrew sidles up that much closer to him. 
MISH You just started reading it now? 

AXEL About three weeks ago. Okay, there's a place in here, | 
guess it was a long time ago. There were these kings who had 
command over the genies. You probably don’t know who De- 


metrius and Diomedes are, | don't either. You see that man, 
that’s a twenty-foot-high entrance. 


INT. BATHROOM - MED. CLOSE - SADIE 

She stares at herself in the mirror, studies herself from 
some distance, taken with her wholeness. It's beautiful, 
at rest. Her pupils are pinpoints. Mish pops into the 
bathroom, startles. 


MISH I'm sorry. I didn’t know. . . 


SADIE No. Come in, Mish. It’s all right. | was just... | 
don't know what | was just— 


MISH Everybody's looking for vou. 


SADIE Thank you for finding me. You are so like your 
mother. Two peas in a pod. And your grandfather. Three 
peas in a pod. 


MISH (Si777p/)) I'm like my dad, | think. 


INT. LIVING ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON - MED. FULL 
SHOT 

Erwin Flood’s in the easy chair, benign, remote, curled 
into himself. Andrew squirms in Jake's lap. 


AXEL... My mom would just cook us all separate meals. 
Each kid, whatever we wanted. Which was crazy. 
Theres a lull, quiet. 


AXEL | love your daughter, Mr. Flood, very much so. I’m so 


grateful. She's beautiful. | mean, as a person. | mean, she’s 
beautiful, of course, besides. She's so real. And so strong. 
Sadie’s got something inside of her. 


MR. FLOOD Sadie has? 


AXEL Don't you think? | mean, of course, she’s your flesh 


and blood. 

MR. FLOOD Siidie is Sadie. 

INT. KITCHEN - LATE AFTERNOON 

Mish sets the table. Georgia deals with dinner. Sadie sits 
erect on the stool, as though monitoring, not trusting 
movement... hands folded, eyes shining. She'll occa- 
sionally brush something imagined off the tip of her 
nose, scratch slowly at her cheek. 

SADIE | came down to help. 

GEORGIA I's under control. Just sit there. 


SADIE The table looks great, Mish. You know what's so 
good about us, Georgia? We're so close. Growing up, | can't 
remember our not doing everything together. Are you okay. 


GEORGIA I'm fine. What are you doing with Axel, Sadie. 
SADIE How do you and Dad find so much to talk about. 
GEORGIA We don't. We don’t talk much. 


SADIE |'m going to marry him. (Wiggles her firgers) His 
grandmother's ring. And there's only one Jake. 


GEORGIA How old is he, Sadie. 
SADIE He loves me. 
GEORGIA | in going to stay out of this. 


SADIE So what is it that happens between you when you 
don’t talk. 


GEORGIA Leave Dad alone, Sadie. 

SADIE | do. | do. That's what I do. Will you come to the 
wedding? 

GEORGIA Sure, okay. 

SADIE |'m going to do it. 

GEORGIA (W007 / buy into it) Fine. 


SADIE You know, | watch vou. And I listen to you. This gift 
from God. And | swell up with admiration and pride and love. 
And | swear on Mish and Andrew, there's no envy. You know | 
can't. And here | am, not three feet away, and I talk to you, 
and | swear, Georgia, it feels like no one’s home, you disap- 
pear on me. 


Mish looks over at her mother. 


GEORGIA You know what I truly want for you, Sadie? | 


want you to be happy. 


Sadie pushes off the counter, works the stool round the 
room on its wheels. 


SADIE You want to be trouble-free, Georgia. 


GEORGIA Okay. All right. How are you coming with the 
table, Mish. 


MISH Finished. 

GEORGIA Why don't you see if anyone needs anything. 
Mish starts out of the kitchen. 

SADIE Things are going good for me. 
GEORGIA |'m glad. Do you know his last name? 
SADIE Axel? (4 moment) Yeah, of course. 
GEORGIA Jel’ 

SADIE Yeah, what do you think? 

Georgia bites the grin. 

SADIE You writing? 

GEORGIA Every day. 

SADIE Working on an album? 

GEORGIA \es. 

SADIE | should do some backup, if you want. 
GEORGIA (Good idea. 


SADIE (Siply; direct) You haven't come to hear me, why 
is that. 


GEORGIA | wil! if you want. 

Sadie swallows back the cut. 

SADIE It would be great if you did. 
GEORGIA Well, | will then. 

Sadie’s left with a hole in her stomach. 
SADIE Okay. Great. I'm interesting, you know. 


GEORGIA You were the one with ambition, Sadie. I never 
gave a damn. 


SADIE You say. 
GEORGIA Jou know it’s the truth. 
SADIE Funny how things work out. 


GEORGIA Not what | meant. (4 /if/le laugh) You know, | 
let you talk to me this way. And I manage to make myself 
think it’s okay. And I'm always glad you've been here. And | 
can't stand it when you're hurting. And I've made peace with 
_.. that nothing's enough for you. I don’t want to know what 


you do locked away in the bathroom for half an hour. I don't 
want my kids to know. 


SADIE | wouldn't do that in your house, Georgia. 
GEORGIA (Accepis the lie) Okay. 

JUMP CUT TO: 

MED. CLOSE - SADIE 

SADIE Ready for these... 

She lights the candles on the table. 

CUT TO: 

MED. FULL SHOT 


The family sits round the table, mid-meal. Mr. Flood 
keeps eyes on his plate. 


AXEL This is a wonderful home. It’s very warm. You must 
be very happy here. 


JAKE Sadie and Georgia grew up in this house. Georgia 
bought it when it came on the market. 


SADIE How you doin’, Dad. 

MR. FLOOD | in doing all right. 

SADIE It’s good to see you. You ought to get out more, Dad. 
MR. FLOOD | get out almost more than | like anymore. 


How are you doing, Sadie. 

SADIE | couldn't be better. 

MR. FLOOD And this is your young man. 
SADIE \es. 

MR. FLOOD (Good for you. 

SADIE Axel delivers groceries. 

AXEL | specialize in vintage cars. 


MR. FLOOD So you've given us to understand. Is that your 
vehicle out there? 


AXEL It’s my treasure, very much so. 
MR. FLOOD Well, | wish you both every happiness, Axel. 
SADIE You're a peach, Dad. 


EXT. PARKING LOT - UNION AND 23RD - NIGHT - 
FULL SHOT 

it's dark. The Datsun sits there. The street's fairly deserted, 
traffic is sporadic. 


MED. CLOSE SHOT 

Herman sits behind the wheel, Sadie beside him in the 
passenger seat. Herman drums the wheel with the palms 
of his hand. 
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HERMAN (Fi77a//)) It’s my brother-in-law’s car. (Another 
space) So what are you . . . knickknacking? 

A Cadillac pulls up to the curb behind them. A WOMAN in 
her mid-50s steps out, crosses the empty lot. Herman rolls 
down the window. Sadie puts money into his hand. He 
gives the woman fifty dollars. 


TIGHT CLOSE - WOMAN 
She positions her tongue, rolls two balloons out of her 
mouth, hands them to him. 


INT. STUDIO APARTMENT 
Sadie comes into the apartment. Axel’s changing the 
sheets. 


SADIE | meant to do that. 
AXEL Doesn't matter. 


SADIE (\aiches him; a moment) What do you say we get 
married, Axel. 


AXEL Yeah, see, | thought that’s what we were doing. 
SADIE | ve been with a lot of men, Axel. 

Axel shrugs. 

SADIE Is there anyone I’m supposed to be approved by? 
AXEL (Laughs) Approved by? 

SADIE 110 meet. Family. 


AXEL | don’t think so. It’s not like you have to meet them 
right away. 


SADIE (Another moment) Axel Goldman, right? 
AXEL Yeah. 
SADIE See, | know it. 


EXT. CITY HALL - DAY 

Axel and Sadie start into it. Georgia, Jake and Bobby 
meet them at the door. Sadie has flowers strewn through 
her hair. 


INT. RESTAURANT - DAY 

There’s a SERIES OF SHOTS. The wedding lunch. Cham- 
pagne’s poured; Sadie’s eyes shine; Jake kisses Geor- 
gia’s neck, she ducks her head down to accept it; Bobby 
toasts the couple; Sadie feeds Axel restaurant wedding 
cake; Axel kisses his bride, Sadie smiles over at Georgia. 


INT. LARRY’S GREENFRONT - NIGHT 

The CAMERA stays with the drink as it's passed from the 
bar to the stage, and over to Sadie. She finishes backup 
for Bobby, their version of Bob Dylan's “Buckets of 
Rain”... moves to the mike. 


SADIE (Holds up the drink) Who—? 

It’s pretty noisy. Someone at the bar pumps up his hand. 
SADIE Thank you, Comrade. Hello, my name is Sadie Flood. 
There's a smattering of applause. 


SADIE (Re the applause) That's all my fan. | got married 
today. Thank you. (Points in the general direction) My hus- 
band, Axel. (Genuine) Thank you, Axel. 


Axel smiles, stares down into his coffee, moved. 


SADIE 0.8.) So everybody buy another pitcher of beer, be- 
cause we need the gig. My sister's here tonight, everybody. And 
we were gonna do one of her songs. You wanna come up and 
do it with us, Georgia? 


Georgia eyes her from the table. Bobby and Clay start the 
intro. Georgia crosses to the stage. 


SADIE My sister. The single person I'll miss when I leave 
this earth. 


Sadie reaches for Georgia ’s hand as she steps onstage. The 
band does its own rendition of Georgia's song. Sadie lets 
Georgia lake the lead on it, joins ber for the harmonies. 
It’s an explosive moment for both. There's no getting 
round the union, the throwback. But it’s slashed with a 
mix of feeling .. . time, loss, separation. Still, Sadie loves 
it, abandons herself to the moment, her thin voice out- 
shone, buried under Georgia’s richness. Al the songs 
finish, Sadie swings arms round Georgia, embraces her. 


CUT TO: 
There's a break. A REPORTER'’s joined their table. 


REPORTER So, do you write too, Sadie? You do your own 
songs? 
We've yel lo hear one. Sadie’s three sheets to the wind. 


SADIE | don't write songs. That whole concept’s foreign to 
me. | make them up. I'll put down the words sometimes to 
remember them. But you know . . . 


She keeps a reassuring hand on Axel’, plays with his 
Singers. 


GEORGIA (Kisses Sadie’ cheek) We're going to have to go. 
The reporter rises . . . 
GEORGIA Don't get up. 


INT. VAN —- NIGHT 
Jake's behind the wheel. They head toward home, drive 
in silence for a long while. 


JAKE (Finally) \t was a nice thing you did. 


— 


GEORGIA | didn’t know | had a choice. 
JAKE | thought it was pretty terrific. The whole thing. 


GEORGIA And there's a reporter there. | mean, what's that 
all about. What's going through her head? 


JAKE It was a good thing vou did, Georgia. 
GEORGIA | feel bad for Axel. “I don't write. | make them 


up...” She didn’t even say it. That's not hers. It belongs to 
someone else. 


JAKE What's the matter with you. 


GEORGIA Nothing. I'm tired, that’s all. She swallows peo- 
ple up. How do you not see it. 


He doesn't respond. 


JAKE (Finally) | think she’s an original. And brave. And 
without malice. 


GEORGIA Fine. (Avother moment; small) She shouldn't 
sing. 

JAKE What the hell's the matter with you. 

INT. SOUND BOOTH - DAY - MED. FULL SHOT 

Sadie and Murielle are in the recording studio. They each 
hold headphones, listen to the end of Georgia's lead 


vocal track, scat-sing the backup, go in and out of it. 
Sadie takes cues from Murielle . . . 


ENGINEER \ou want to try one? 

SADIE (Looks up) Georgia... 

The engineer pushes the talk-back button. 

SADIE Georgia... 

NEW ANGLE 

GEORGIA (1: (he sound booth; on the couch with Jake) 
Try one, Sadie. 

SADIE You want to say anything? 

GEORGIA Whiy don’t you just try one. 

Sadie lakes a sip from her flask. 

NEW ANGLE 

ENGINEER Ok:v, let's take a pass. Tape is rolling. This'l] 
be take one... 

He settles back in his chair: 

INT. HALLWAY - RECORDING STUDIO - EVENING 


Georgia leans against the wall outside the studio, stares 
down at her feet, needs the moment alone. 


EXT. HOUSE - DAY 
It's large, on manicured grounds. Bobby, Leland, Paul, 
Clay and Herman wait out front. 


Axel pulls up to the curb. Sadie kisses his cheek, pours 
out of the car, approaches the band. Bobby turns, they 
start for the house. Sadie walks between Clay and Her- 
man, puts arms round their waists. 

CLAY Yet another casual . . . 

SADIE (Siulfaneous) Another casualty. 

BOBBY (//is back fo her) Pays the rent. 

LELAND Py the rent. 

SADIE Piiys the rent. 

Bobby rings the bell. 

BOBBY ((/early for Sadie) Are you tucked up? 
HERMAN (/)inks ifs for him) Hell no. 

SADIE (4 grin) Hell no. 


The door opens. A 17-YEAR-OLD stands al the other side of 
the threshold. 


BOY Ili. 
SADIE Hi. Hello. 


BOY (\ods fo the band) You want to bring your gear 
round back? Someone ‘ll meet you back there. 


SADIE Hello. My name is Sadie. 
BOY Iii. 


BOBBY Right. Okay, thanks. (/akes her arm: starts her 
away) Don't fuck around. 


EXT. HOUSE - EVENING 

The lawn’s been tented. There are heaters. A twenty-fifth 
happy anniversary banner hangs over the gazebo that 
houses the band. A portable dance floor is out on the 
lawn. The band plays ‘50s nostalgia. 


Sadie sends a seductive smile to A MALE GUEST on the 
dance floor. 


SADIE'S POV 
The GUESTS melt in the LENS. 


INT. LELAND’S GARAGE - DAY 
Herman stands there looking at the other members of 
the band. The silence echoes. 


HERMAN (/i77c//); wrclear) So what are you telling me, 
Bobby? 
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Another drummer. 


BOBBY We vot to cut you loose. 
HERMAN Yezh, that’s what you said. That's what you said. 
BOBBY Jou re fucked up all the time, Herman. 


HERMAN /(Scazs memory) | had Thursday down for the 
gig. | don't know how | got Thursday. 


BOBBY It’s not Thursday anymore, Herman. Thursday 
came and went. That stuff is making you stupid. 


HERMAN Yeah, | think so. So you all decided this together, 
BOBBY Je:l. 

SADIE Not me. 

BOBBY Whit say have you got here. 

SADIE None. None. Sorry. 


BOBBY Leland and Paul and Clay. We're trying to be in 
business here. We're not 23 anymore. We at least got to show 
up. Drummer’s got to show up, Herman. 


HERMAN | don't have a clue how | missed it, Bobby. 
BOBBY It's not the first time, H. It’s not the tenth time. 
HERMAN So okay, yeah. Don’t be a stranger, okay. | love 


VOU guys. 


They all mumble something. He stands there another 
moment. Bobby comes to him, embraces him, walks him 
oul of the garage. Theres a long moment. 


CLAY Well that sucked pretty good. 


SADIE (/1:/0 the silence) You guys would tell me if you were 
looking for a new backup singer. 


LELAND (© mon, Sadie. 

SADIE (egards them) You wouldn't, you fuckers. 
CLAY (mon Sadie. Give it up. 

Bobbys come back into the garage. 

SADIE You wouldn't, would you. 


BOBBY Whit is your fucking problem. Why do we have to 
turn this into your loss. Huh? Goddammit! Don't answer me. 
Don't say anything. (4 silence) | want to run through the set. 


INT. APARTMENT - DAY 
Herman sits on the slip-covered couch, looks round the 
apartment, head bobbing. . . looks up, smiles at Sadie. 


HERMAN \ice. Neat. 
SADIE Axel’s a neat guy. 


Herman looks at her, confused. 


SADIE | knew what you meant. (Sde pours some Jim 
Beam into her coffee cup) You? 


HERMAN Sure... 


She brings over the coffee. sits into the corner of the couch. 


HERMAN It's what Bobby had to do, you know. | under- 
stand. Ida done the same thing. The same thing, veah. (4 
moment) | got some Secanols. 


SADIE No thanks, H. 
HERMAN \ot for sale. 
SADIE Yeah, | knew what you meant. 


HERMAN (Jakes a sip of the laced coffee: looks down 
into the cup) This'Il kill you a lot quicker than smack. You 
can go a lot of years doing smack, barring accident. Chety 
was 58. Art was 60 or something. (Sigs a smattering) “| 
don't know just where ['m going. But I'm going to try to get 
to the kingdom if | can...” This beautiful dawn. Lady Day 
made it into her 40s. 


SADIE It’s not gonna be a love affair with me. ‘Cause | 
know it’s a real hard kick. 
HERMAN Alcohol’s bad shit, man. A real bringdown. It’s 


all politics. Those guys did everything, though, huh. 
SADIE They were out there. 
HERMAN ))id a lot of time in the poke. You ever do morn- 


ing glory seeds. 
SADIE What are vou going to do, H. 
HERMAN Didn't you think Bobby was going to go the dis- 


tance. | thought he was going to go the whole nine yards. ‘To 
the head of the line. Bobby's a poet... he’s an artist. 


Daylight fails. They sit in the dim apartment. 
SADIE Yer. 


HERMAN Yeah. He was writing, man. Great stuff. Insight. 
And he hardly does anymore. We do everybody else, man. And 
he’s tired, Bobby. When you see desperation in the eyes, it’s a 
bad sign. It gets about paving the rent. 


SADIE What are vou going to do, H. 
HERMAN | can always pick up a gig... Don't you think 


so? I've been looking to get out of Seattle. But I'm afraid to 
leave my connection. Every time | go out of town there's a 
disaster. In Chicago | went downtown to see where to score. | 
saw these three big, huge black guys with guns in their pants. 
And | knew that all that was gonna happen was | was gonna 
vet robbed. | moved to New Orleans, tried to do it there and | 
got robbed. | knew | was gonna get robbed. And | got robbed. 
And I, vou know, used the detox to get off the street. My sister's 
always good for a fev bucks. My sister’s not gonna want to 


put me up forever. | don’t want to be on the street, man. It’s 
not my bag. (A moment) | thought, you know, I could teach. 
It’s out of left field. 

SADIE (Regards him) Yeah? 

HERMAN So you and Axel doing okay? You making out? 


SADIE He gets a car to work on every so often, he’s in para- 
dise. And his mom sends him a little something . . . regular. 


HERMAN He's a neat guy, Axel. 
SADIE (Gris) Yeah. 
HERMAN Yeah, Axel’s a prince. 
SADIE Axel’s a saint. 


INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT - MED. SHOT 

Axel makes love to Sadie, nestles into her, buries into 
her, expels little whimpers, little exposed cries. Sadie 
cups the back of his head in her hand, comforting. His 
body finally relaxes against hers. He raises himself, looks 
down at her for a long moment. He kisses her lips. She 
wraps arms round him. 


LAP DISSOLVE: 

MED. CLOSE SHOT 

Sadie throws herself into sex, for him as much as any- 
thing, with unsettling abandon. The IMAGE FADES TO 
BLACK... 


INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT - MED. CLOSE - AXEL 

He lies asleep. Sadie’s voice comes thin and tiny from a 
distance, penetrates the darkness. Axel opens his eyes, 
rolls onto his side. 


SADIE (0.8. ) (Sings the Lyra-Vandre-Gimbel bossa nova) 
_.. Lots of time just to dream there /Golden sun in the valley/ 
Take me to Aruanda. 


Sadie sits in the corner of the room, wrapped in the bed- 
spread, singing to herself. 


SADIE ... Easy life waving a welcome/Take me there ... 
MED. CLOSE - SADIE 


SADIE (Breathes in the song) Leave my sadness behind me / 
Let sweet paradise find me/Heaven waits over yonder . . . 
She stops, looks across at Axel. 


SADIE (4 moment) Everybody now . . . 


Axel’ sitting up in bed watching her. She gives him that 


bright shining smile. 


INT. RECORDING STUDIO - DAY 


Axel waits in the reception area, fingers tented, fixing 
him to the chair. He jumps to his feet when Georgia and 
Jake come from the corridor with the children. The band 
precedes them. 

GEORGIA Axel, | told them to bring you into the studio. 


AXEL Yeah, | know. I don’t like to disturb. It’s not in my 
nature. How you doing, Jake. (70 the children) Hey you. 


MISH Hello, Axel. 
ANDREW (/ii771)s into his arms) Hey you, Axel. 
JAKE What's up, Axel? 


AXEL Everything's great. Georgia, you think you could give 
me a few minutes. Could I have a few minutes with Georgia, 


Jake? No offense. 


JAKE No offense, Axel. 

AXEL If you're taking a break, you know. 
GEORGIA | know. 

AXEL So you want to take a walk? 


JAKE |'m going to get Mish and Andrew something to eat. 
You want something? 


GEORGIA No. |'m fine. 
JAKE Axel? 
AXEL Not for me, thanks. 


EXT. STREET - SEATTLE - LATE AFTERNOON 
It's fairly windy. It's going to rain. Axel lifts his collar, 
hunches shoulders as they walk down the street. 


AXEL So you think spring'Il get here? 
GEORGIA | think you can count on it. 


AXEL | think it’s been delayed. Mechanical difficulties. (A 
moment: a scant smile) So you guys don’t call a lot. You 
come into town, you know—like, you don’t always call. 


GEORGIA There's not always time, you know, Axel. You're 
not always home. And we have to get back. 


AXEL Well, | understand, very much so. She sort of knows 
when you're in town, that’s all. It comes up. 


GEORGIA She doesn’t call me either, Axel. When’s the last 
time you came out to the house. 


AXEL (Another tack; offhand) She's not with Bobby any- 
more. It was like a self-fulfilling prophecy. You know they 
had this history, and it kept getting in the way. 
GEORGIA Sadie gets in the way, Axel. 


AXEL So she’s been sitting in around town. She jams when 173 
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she can. (Simply) You could help her . . . 
GEORGIA Like how, Axel. 

AXEL You could do something for her... 
GEORGIA Like what, Axel. Honestly. 


AXEL (4 long moment; voice catches) I's breaking my 
heart, that’s all. She's full of hope. She's full of hope, you know 
what she’s like. Sometimes it gets too harsh. You know what | 
mean? You know, no offense, but you're her sister. You know, 
when you offer her money, she takes the money. God knows 
we can use it. But she takes it really not to offend you. | think 
you don't know that. Or maybe you do. Maybe I don’t know 
what I'm talking about. Well, | hate this, don’t you? It’s freez- 
ing. You want to get a cup of coffee or something. 


Georgia jams numb fingers into one of his jacket pockets. 
He treals it as a gift. a gesture of almost affection. 


INT. BACKSTAGE COLISEUM - NIGHT - TIGHT CLOSE 
(SLOW MOTION) 

A glowing Sadie wraps arms round Georgia before Geor- 
gia moves onstage. The CAMERA catches sight of some 
of the GUEST ARTISTS milling around ... SEATTLE WOMEN 
IN RHYTHM & BLUES, Ranch Romance, and ANN and 
NANCY WILSON among them. Georgia and the band 
sail right into the first number, after. . . 


GEORGIA Hello. We're Tramp. Glad to be here. 


The first few seconds are lost under the ROAR of fifteen 
thousand shrieking fans. She's got some GUEST MUSI- 
CIANS for the set. . . a banjo, another guitar. It's a 
benefit concert for AIDS. The banner's strung across the 
Stage. Tramp is the host band. 


Georgia's opening number is joyous, raging, full-out. The 
CAMERA‘ all over the place . . . several EXTREME CLOSE- 
UPS of Georgia, ANGLES on her, on the band, on Sadie, 
flushed with excitement, charged by Georgia's skill, sound. 
Sadie’s accessories are wild, brilliant; her shoes four-inch 
plattiorms; the dress minimal. There’s almost no make-up. 


GEORGIA (Spins al the finish; barely audible above the 
din) Wheee . .. 


MED. FULL SHOT - BACKSTAGE 

Georgia's onstage introducing the band, the additional 
musicians. 

JAKE (/11/0 Sadie’s ear) Wanna shoot some pool? 

She looks back up at him, smiles... nervous, uncertain. 


JAKE You've got hours. Whole hours. An hour and a half 
maybe. Nothing but time. 


GEORGIA /((is/age) We're gonna bring up a friend to help 
us out here. We were real lucky to nab him before they leave 
on tour. Chris Cornell from Soundgarden. 


Theres a big response from the crowd. 
JAKE (Over the above) | gotcha. It’s gonna be all right. 
CHRIS CORNELL (():s/age) Thank you. We did this last 


night, and it was a lot of fun. For me especially . . . 
They start the intro and into the lyric of Jagger-Richards’ 
“Wild Horses.” 


INT. TAVERN - NIGHT 

Axel sits at the bar, watches the two, nervous. . . drink- 
ing soda water. Jake and Sadie sip whiskey. She's a prac- 
ticed pool player, and the table belongs to her. There are 
SEVERAL OBSERVERS, interested for want of better - 
and waiting for the table. 

JAKE Nice shot. Your lady's got a touch, Axel. 

AXEL Yeah. 

CUT TO: 

MED. FULL SHOT 

The three sit in a booth. The WAITER sets down drinks. 
AXEL We should start back. 

SADIE It's gonna be great. 

JAKE It's gonna be sensational. 

SADIE Who did this. Did you do this. 

JAKE Georgia did this. 


AXEL (Referring to the drink) Why don’t you not have 
that. 


SADIE (Joasts Jake) This is to you. For always being . . . 


Jake. The only thing | ever envied my sister. 


JAKE This is to you and tonight. 
SADIE And tonight. 

JAKE Georgia's pregnant. 

SADIE Oh? God—Well. That's so great. 
JAKE It's pretty great. 

AXEL Knockout. 

INT. COLISEUM - MED. CLOSE 


M.B. Gordy gives over drums to Herman. Leland’s on- 
stage, and Clay. 


GEORGIA (/1: he background: into the mike; it sings 
back at her; her voice comes off the walls) W's a very special 
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privilege for me to bring Sadie Flood out here tonight. 


There's generous if not booming applause. Sadie’s onstage. 
both arms raised in response to the reception. 


SADIE (/1:/0 the mike) Seattle’s number one. 
It works. She turns, grins at Georgia. 


SADIE (/n/o the mike; points up at the banner) We're 
gonna kick the shit out of this thing. Put it to bed, baby. It’s 
incredible to be here. On this stage with my sister. The single 
person I'll miss when I leave this earth. | wanna introduce 
the guys helping me out tonight. Herman Dedabin on drums. 
Leland Cross on guitar. Clay Lovich on harmonica. | need to 
thank my sister for this opportunity to be here. Yeah. How 
sweet this is... 


MED. CLOSE - GEORGIA 
She’s at the back of the stage, watching Sadie pour her- 
self out, mindless, drunk. 


SADIE The only thing that has any meaning is what's real, 
right? What we get, what we give each other. And in the dark 
we're all scared . . . 


Leland and Clay replay the opening riff: 


SADIE... we're all scared. And there's more of us there all 
the time, man. And the song is from Van Morrison . . . 


The CAMERA just rests on her, tries to stay neutral. 
She's made an impossible, insane choice. The song is 
“Take Me Back”” and she does its full eight and a half 
minutes, with its endlessly repeated phrases . . . the 
drone of its tortured longing. She does it as close to 
Morrison (in homage) as she’s able, but we get Sadie 
with all her flaws, and what little strengths . . . 


Other artists have gathered, watch her from the wings . . . 


The audience isn't sure what to make of her, of the 
moment. They feel almost an invasion of her privacy. 
Maybe a tenth of them know the song. It goes on and on. 


Georgia moves forward finally, plays the basic rhythm 
chords, picks up the harmonies, sings what she can of 
the last few moments. 


Sadie’s face is washed with tears. 


There's a stunned silence at the end of the song - and 
then there's applause . . . some whistles. Applause seems 
inappropriate. It falls away to silence. There’s no one 
there who isn’t moved, no one ready for the exhibition. 


SADIE (Shouts into the silence; triumph) Thank you. God 
bless. You're the real goods. Round the edges; keep drinking. 
| love you. I love you, Georgia. 

*Barbara Tumer’s screenplay reproduces in full the lyrics from “Take Me Back.” Because 


the magazine was unable to obtain permission from Mr. Morrison to reproduce those lyrics 
here, Tumer has revised the directions for this scene to reflect their content —Ad 


INT. VAN —- NIGHT - MED. CLOSE - GEORGIA 

The van's pulled off the road. The rear passenger door is 
wide open. She sits behind the wheel, pulls deeper into 
her coat, props her chin against her knuckles . . . Jake’s 
in the passenger seat. 


EXT. ROAD - MED. FULL SHOT 
Sadie and Axel are silhouettes. He holds her as she 
wretches up whatever's in her stomach. 


INT. VAN — NIGHT 


GEORGIA (Finally) It’s all got to stop. 
JAKE You want me to drive? 
GEORGIA No. | don’t want you to drive. 
JAKE | take it you're angry with me. 


GEORGIA You took her to a bar. Got her juiced up. Got 
you juiced up. Why would that bother me. 


JAKE She was wound up tight. She was gonna come bop- 
pin’ off the walls. 


GEORGIA Well, you fixed that. 


JAKE Did you seriously think she had no other access to a 
bottle, and whatever else before she got there? . . . | don't 
need to be right, Georgia. 


They watch Axel and Sadie start back to the van. 
JAKE Sadie maybe needs to be in that pit. In her fire. 


He looks out al Sadie, wrapping an arm round Axel’ waist, 
pulling herself back toward the van. 


JAKE (70 Georgia) | don't think I could ever grasp, | mean 
not a clue, what it’s like to be your sister. 


Sadie and Axel climb into the van, sit into the backseat. 
Axel pulls the door closed. 


SADIE |'m ever so sorry about that . . . (A moment) Very 
much so. 


She manages to suppress the giggle. Jake hands her back a 
stick of gum. 


SADIE Thank you, Jake. | whipped your ass at pool. 


Georgia pulls back onto the road. Sadie dips into her 
backpack, puts lipstick on by instinct. 


SADIE ... Did |’ 

JAKE Yup. 

SADIE | whipped his ass. (A moment) Where we going. 
GEORGIA 10 the house. 

SADIE 0h... Right. Family weekend. So was I great . . . or 


was I great. | wish I'd been there. 

GEORGIA Jou were there. 

SADIE Or was | just okay. You could hear a pin drop. 
AXEL (/ii/o the silence) You were great. 

She kisses Axel full on the mouth. 

JAKE | thought you were something. 

Sadie cackles. 


SADIE Whiat did Sissie think? . . . Ooh. Stern silence. Geor- 
gia was embarrassed of me. For me. Which? Georgia needed 
to help me out up there. Didn't you, Georgia. See, | thought | 
was doing fine. But my sister couldn't leave it alone. For fear 
of what? (Shouts at ber) For fear of fucking what, Georgia. 


Georgia winces at the noise. 


SADIE Did | need saving, Georgia? How good did it feel to 
be able to pull me out... 


AXEL Sadie... 


GEORGIA It felt like a thousand pounds of dead weight, 
Sadie. Is that what you want to hear? I don't want this any- 
more, Sadie. | want you to let go of me. Let go of me. Please. 
Please, Sadie. Do whatever you have to do. I don’t want to be 
a part of it anymore. I can’t do it. | don’t want to do it. 


JAKE Georgia... 

SADIE Right. 

She sits there a minute, grabs for the door handle. 
AXEL (Pulls her back) Sadie, for God's sake. 
GEORGIA (ood, Sadie. 

She pulls off to the side of the road. 

GEORGIA You want to get out of the van. 

JAKE Georgia. 

GEORGIA You want to get out of the van, Sadie? 
JAKE Georgia! 


GEORGIA (70 Sadie) What do you want to do. (No re- 
sponse) This is entirely up to you, Sadie. 

SADIE (Giggles; John Wayne) This van's not big enough 
for the both of us. 


GEORGIA You're welcome to spend the night, you and 
Axel. What do you want to do, Sadie. 


AXEL (4 moment) We're in the middle of nowhere. 
CUT TO: 


MED. CLOSE SHOT - GEORGIA 
She looks through the rearview mirror. Axel and Sadie are 


a good quarter of a mile behind her in the facing lane . . . 
Sadie waves down the diesel truck. She and Axel climb 
aboard. Georgia puts the car into gear. 

JAKE How long were you prepared to sit here. 

She pulls back onto the highway. Jake rests eves on folded 


hands. 


INT. LOUNGE - BOWLING ALLEY - NIGHT 
The rumble of struck bowling pins penetrates the fairly 
empty room. There are A FEW GUYS at the bar. 


Sadie’s got AGOOD-LOOKING KID on lead guitar, A 
WOMAN on rhythm guitar. Herman's on drums and Clay 
on harmonica. Sadie's dress is tight, short. There's an 
arm full of bracelets, neck full of chains . . . dramatic, 
inventive make-up. Whatever it took to get the gig. They 
like her here. They like “Midnight Train to Georgia.” So 
does she. Herman and the young kid simulate the Pips’ 
backup. And Sadie does her best. 


Axel hooks heels into the rung of the bar stool, watches 
her, hands dropped, clasped between open knees. 
SADIE (Sings)... Now I've got to be with him... 
HERMAN AND KID (Jacki) | know you will... 
SADIE On the midnight train to Georgia. . . 


HERMAN AND KID Leaving on a midnight train to 
Georgia... 


SADIE I'd rather live in his world... 

HERMAN AND KID Live in his world... 

SADIE Than be without him in mine... 

HERMAN AND KID Her world is his. His world alone. 


My love... 

SADIE \\y love... 

HERMAN AND KID Gonna board... 
SADIE Gonna board. The midnight train . . . 
HERMAN AND KID \\y love... 

SADIE \\y love... 

HERMAN AND KID Gonna board... 
LAP DISSOLVE: 


EXT. BOWLING ALLEY - NIGHT - FULL SHOT 
Axel pays the band. They load into the KID’s van. 


SADIE (Calls out from the passenger seat of the 
Chery) Thanks guys. ‘Night. 
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Avel gets into the car. Sadie smiles at him, digs into pockets 
of her coat. 


SADIE \\ell ... 

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT 

The two come through the door. Axel switches on a 
lamp, throws keys on the coffee table. 
AXEL Can | fix you something? 

SADIE No. Sweetie. 

AXEL It’s no trouble. 

SADIE No, Baby. You scared of me, Axel? 
AXEL \o. 

She curls into the couch, waits. 

AXEL | got to go home for a while. 

SADIE (4 soment) Chicago? 

AXEL Yeah. For a while. 

SADIE (Ax0/her moment) V1l come with you. 


AXEL Well, you know, maybe you could come later—vou 
know. 


SADIE You taking a hike, Axel? 

AXEL \o. 

SADIE ‘Cause it’s all right. 

AXEL | don’t think my mom’s okay. 

SADIE | 11) sorry. 

AXEL I'l! be back. 

SADIE It’s hard to know how long... Right? 
AXEL And | can send for you. 

SADIE This must have taken you days, Axel. 


AXEL | can. | can send for you. (Av awkward lost moment) 
I'm 22, Sadie. Try to cut me some slack. 


SADIE How about a blow job instead. 
AXEL Fuck vou, Sadie. 

SADIE (Laughs) Didn't mean it, | swear. 
AXEL | do everything | know how for vou. 
SADIE | know, Axel. 

AXEL You gonna be all right? 

SADIE Jes. 

AXEL I'm not leaving you— 


SADIE \v. 

AXEL No such luck, all right? 

SADIE (Sv7all smile) Send tor me, Axel. 

INT. STAIRWELL - APARTMENT BUILDING - SAN 
FRANCISCO - EVENING 


Sadie hikes the backpack over her shoulder, climbs the 
six flights... 


She swings it off, drags it up the last flight of stairs, 
knocks on the door, digs for the key. She starts to put it 
in the lock when the door opens, startling them either 
side of the threshold. 

SADIE |i. 

BRIAN Jes’ 

SADIE Yes. No. Kidding. | knocked. 

Brians 24, good looking enough, uncertain enough . . 
SADIE | have «a kev. 

BRIAN | sve. 

SADIE Chasman not here? 

BRIAN No. Was he expecting you. 

SADIE Sort of. 

BRIAN You want to wait. 

SADIE Yes, | do. Thanks. 

INT. APARTMENT 

Sadie looks around. It's debris-ridden. 

SADIE It's good to be home. 

She sits on the couch. Brian moves clothes, sits into a chair 
SADIE So what do you do. 

BRIAN | sing. 

SADIE \le too. 

BRIAN | play guitar. 

SADIE \y mother gave me piano lessons. 

BRIAN Chas has taken me under his wing. 

SADIE Really. What's he done for you. 


BRIAN You know, he's carving out a career, He's introduced 
me around. He has a lot of friends. 


SADIE Great. (Nods; kills time) Do you sleep with him. 


BRIAN (Colors) No. 
SADIE It's all right if you do. I did. He’s a wonderful person. 


But | always thought he was an outrageous whore. Don't you? 
He’s very nice in bed. Not demanding at all. Do you have any- 
thing to drink here? 


BRIAN (077 his feet) Well, yeah, we should have something. 


SADIE He used to keep Stoli in the freezer... My name's 
Sadie. 


BRIAN Hi. 

SADIE What should I call you. 
CUT TO: 

INT. APARTMENT — NIGHT 


Chasman comes through the door. Sadie’s on her feet 
with the vodka, a wide smile. 


SADIE | vot back. 
CHASMAN Did you meet Brian. 
SADIE \es. 


CHASMAN You know Georgia Flood, Brian? This here is 
her sister. | told you about her. 


BRIAN (pressed) Oh, well. Good to meet you. I'm a big 
fan. 


CHASMAN She sang with Trucker, too, didn't you? How's 
the world treating you, Sadie. 


SADIE Well, we're trying to come to terms. 


CHASMAN (1a1i¢hs) You and the world? That would be a 
shame. You didn’t let me know you were coming. 


SADIE It's a surprise. (Dangles the hand) Vm a married 
woman. 


CHASMAN jou’ 

SADIE Ves me. Yes me. 
CHASMAN Wel! congratulations. 
SADIE How are you doing— 


CHASMAN The same. Things are about to break. (Wipes 
lazily at his nose: offhand) Vm not a homosexual, Brian. 
Did she tell you | was a homosexual? 


SADIE \o. 


CHASMAN It’s Sadie’s little joke. You're still drinking that 
shit. 


SADIE | hitchhiked down. 
CHASMAN Seah’ 
SADIE Did you get another cat. 


CHASMAN No. Yeah. Well, | tried a dog, You can rely on a 
dog. But | couldn't train it, you know. It messed all over the 


apartment. It shit, it pissed. They're so damn dependent, dogs. 
SADIE (4 oment) | need a gig. A place to stay. 
CHASMAN Let me look into it, okay. 

SADIE Well, a place to stay. 

CHASMAN Yeah. |'l! look into it. 

SADIE What kind of answer is that. You're my manager, 
right? 


CHASMAN Whatever the hell that means. Where were you 
for me to manage. | don't remember seeing ten percent for 
the months at a time you were gone. It’s not the money, Sadie. 
| always thought you had the goods. | appreciate talent. | put 
myself on the line. You want work and time to pay off. I'm not 
above getting hurt. So if I'm not in total rapture at seeing 
vou, you understand. 


SADIE You're so full of shit, Chasman. 


CHASMAN Yeah. How many gigs did I get you? Me per- 
sonally. 


SADIE (47 affectionate laugh; a generous...) You couldn't 
get me arrested, Chasman. 


CHASMAN Right. 

CUT TO: 

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT - MED. CLOSE - SADIE 
She comes out of the bedroom wrapped in the sheet, 
smiles over at Brian, who sits in his boxers at the edge of 
the couch smoking a cigarette. 

SADIE Stil! awake? 

He eves her as she pours herself some vodka. 

SADIE Chasman’s passed out, man. You want some? 


He shakes his head. She sits across from him, readjusts the 
sheet, keeps him company. 


SADIE Chasman and | go way back, you know. Deep. Tight 
friends, that’s all. We used to get fucked up together. 


Brian digs fingers into the cigaretle burns on the couch. 
BRIAN Where is your husband? 

SADIE Axel's in Chicago. 

BRIAN Are you separated or what. 

SADIE //e/lects) No. 1 don't think so. 

Theres a long moment. He smokes, she drinks. 
BRIAN So you and your sister close? 

SADIE Seal. 


INT. THE SALOON - NORTH BEACH, SAN FRANCISCO 179 
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NIGHT - FULL SHOT 
It's teeming, crowded. The BAND's small, solid and 
jamming. There's a crush on the dance floor. Sadie’s in 
the crush at the bar. 


NEW ANGLE 
The band takes a break. RECORDED MUSIC replaces 
them, BLASTS through speakers. 


TIGHT CLOSE - SADIE 

SADIE (Unaware of what's coming through the speakers: 
sings for herself under the blast, Irving Berlin's . . .) This 
year’s crop just misses / What kisses used to be/This year’s 
new romance/Doesn’t seem to have a chance. 


The FELLOW standing next to her looks over at her with 
mild interest. 


SADIE (Aware of him; big smile) \'m with someone. 


Chasman’s close to the door, engaged in conversation. 
Brians just entered. 


SADIE (70 the fellow) Can I buy you a drink. 

She waves for the bartender. 

INT. HOUSE - SAN FRANCISCO - EARLY MORNING 
Sadie wakes on the couch. It’s been a party. There are a 
half dozen or so people strewn about. She has no idea 


where she is, how she got there. No one's familiar. A 
MAN's bent over, leaning into the fridge. 


NEW ANGLE 


SADIE Oh, shit. Fuck me! 
She regards the ceiling, takes a long moment before she risks 
silting up. 


INT. CHASMAN’S BEDROOM - EVENING 
Sadie and Chasman sit up in bed. He’s unshaven, bleary- 
eyed. His wake-up fix is on the nightstand. 


SADIE | hate it when | don’t find you there. You know 
what, | think the heroin’s done something to my body. 
CHASMAN Yeah. 

SADIE It's fucking around with the alcohol, man. 
CHASMAN Yeah. 

SADIE Completely bizarre. 

CHASMAN Yeah. 

SADIE You're burning holes in the sheets, man. 


CHASMAN We gotta go to L.A. You got to make it in L.A. 
to mean anything. 


SADIE My relationship to alcohol’s completely physically 
changed . .. The other day, man, | couldn't find the door. 


CHASMAN Shit. 
SADIE | swear, | couldn't find the goddamn door. 
CHASMAN Jou re serious. 


SADIE No fucking shit. You know where is the door to this 
apartment. Like the back of my hand. And I can’t find the 
door. Did you lose Brian. 


CHASMAN (4 ¢/ge¢/e) Brian found the door. 

SADIE Guess so. There's a lot of serious shit going down. 
CHASMAN Well, ['m game. Fuck it. We check ourselves 
in. Detox. Go to L.A. We'll be all right. 

SADIE Yeah. 

CHASMAN \We'l! clean up. 

SADIE Yeah. 


CHASMAN Don't touch my get-up. | want to find it right 
there in the morning. 


INT. AIRPORT - MEDFORD, OREGON - LATE MORNING 
It's a small local airport, a milk stop. It's full-out summer. 
Sadie waits in line at the ticket counter. She's in outsized 
khaki shorts, T-shirt. She’s ashen, barely controls the 
shakes. She's taken a fistful of painkillers. Everything she 
owns is in a paper bag cradled in her arms. She has no 
tolerance for the wait. 


SADIE (4/ the counter finally) You have a prepaid ticket 
here for Sadie Flood. 


The TICKET AGENT looks for it in the computer. Sadie 
scratches at her arms. 


SADIE For Seattle. The eleven-thirty. 
TICKET AGENT |'m not showing anything. United Ex- 


press flight twenty-four eighty-four? 
SADIE | don't know. The eleven-thirty. 
TICKET AGENT | 'm not showing anything. 


SADIE (Squints back tears) Yeah, well. Maybe you could 
call. 


TICKET AGENT As soon as it was prepaid, they'd have 


put it in the computer. It would show up on the computer. 


SADIE I'm sick, see. (Looks round) There was supposed 
to be a wheelchair. 


The clock reads 11:05. 


SADIE So maybe you could call someone. 


TICKET AGENT (egards her) Why don’t you have a seat. 
SADIE Seah, well. 
TICKET AGENT There's another flight at two thirty-five. 


SADIE |’ not on this plane, I'm out of here. It's a medical 
emergency. I'm sick and... 

TICKET AGENT (?:iiches something into the comput- 
er) How long ago was the ticket purchased? 

SADIE | don't know. Hour, half hour. Look, do you have a 
supervisor. I gotta be on the plane. I’m sick, see. What's your 
name. 


TICKET AGENT Why don't you sit down and let me see 
what I can do. | really need to take care of the rest of these 
people. 


SADIE (heads the name tag) Okay, Helen. 


Sadie looks back over her shoulder at the annoyed line 
behind her. 


SADIE (Grins: gentle) Who do you have to fuck to get some 
help around here. 


CUT TO: 

MED. CLOSE - SADIE 

The clock reads 11:20. She sits in a chair against the 
wall, reaches into the paper bag for a flattened package 
of cigarettes, puts one between her lips, lights it with 
shaky hands, stares down at bare feet. The wedding ring 
is gone. She leans back in the chair, hugs arms round 
herself, inhales deep, stares at the walls. Shadows of 
raindrops bleed down them. Outside is sunlight. 


NEW ANGLE 
A wheelchair appears at the terminal entrance with an 
AIRLINE EMPLOYEE. 


NEW ANGLE 
The ticket agent waves over at Sadie. 


MED. CLOSE 

The airline employee runs Sadie to the gate. The plane's 
been boarded. Sadie pulls herself up out of the wheel- 
chair. The GATE AGENT tears her ticket. 


GATE AGENT (egards her) You can’t get on the plane 


without shoes, Miss. You have shoes? 

SADIE Are you kidding me. 

GATE AGENT It's « federal regulation, Miss. 

SADIE This is a medical emergency. | have to get to a hospital. 
GATE AGENT |i sorry, Ma’am. 

SADIE You're not going to let me board. 


GATE AGENT We can't let anybody board without shoes, 
Ma'am. 


SADIE (yes well; pain, desperation) Shit. Fuckin’ horse- 
shit, man. (7urns; shouts) Anybody got a pair of shoes. This 
is a medical emergency. Anybody got a pair of shoes so I can 
geton a goddamn plane, please. Anybody want to give me a 
pair of shoes to get on this fucking plane, please. 


There's no response. There's an awkward moment while 
she awaits some miracle. 


SADIE Thank you. 


A tall gangly KID silling at an adjacent gate waiting for 


some passenger's arrival bends over, untaces his basket- 
ball sneakers . . . 


INT. AIRPORT - SEATTLE - DAY 

Sadie's among the passengers that come out of the tun- 
nel into the terminal. She doesn't spot a familiar face, 
doesn't seem really to expect to. 


INT. CUBICLE - AIRPORT BATHROOM 
Sadie retches into the toilet, wipes her mouth off with 
toilet paper, starts out of the cubicle. 


SADIE Iii. 
INT. BATHROOM 


SADIE | in sorry. 


Georgia's stunned at the shape she’s in... gaunt, yellow, 
frembling. 


GEORGIA Your flight was early. 
SADIE ‘wenty minutes, yeah. | thought Jake would come. 
GEORGIA \No. | wanted to come get you. 


SADIE (4 smile) So how'd you find me in here. (Vague) | 
left my bag outside. I'm really sick, Georgia. 


GEORGIA (P1i/s an. arm round her) Let's get your stuff. 


SADIE (70 the pregnancy) Look at you. You told them not 
to let me die, right. 


GEORSIA Jeli. 
SADIE You know what | mean. 
GEORGIA \es. 


Sadie throws arms round Georgia, hugs her close. 


SADIE (S/arts fo cry, sob; tiny) Thank you. | didn’t know 
who else to call. I’m so sorry, Georgia. 


INT. TERMINAL 181 
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They pick up the half-torn paper bag, with its handtul of 
clothes, loose papers, change, a battered romantic 
paperback .. . and start away from CAMERA. Sadie’s in 
the oversized sneakers. 


SADIE (\oice drifts back) They weren't gonna let me on 
the plane. This kid was great. Well, I'm thin, huh. 


INT. VAN - DAY 
Georgia's behind the wheel. Sadie’s trying to keep 
together in the passenger seat. 


SADIE You think I look gray? 


She kicks out knees several times, trying to get comfortable. 


SADIE | took handfuls of Secanol to get through the flight. 
| don’t think they did shit. They're going to give me a med- 
ical detox, right. 


GEORGIA Jes. You're going to be okay. 


SADIE It's no way to live. You know what | was doing? 
Boost and return. You know what it is, right. First guy steals 
it, second guy returns it. Like it was a gift or something. And 
vou split the money. Hooking felt better, you know. More hon- 
est. (ears spring again: lips quiver) They're not gonna let 
me die, right. 


INT. ADMINISTRATION OFFICE - LAKELAND RECOVERY 
CENTER 

It's just outside Seattle at the edge of a park. The win- 
dows overlook several acres of grass and trees. 


INTAKE COORDINATOR /().5.) Who's the financially 
responsible party here? 


GEORGIA /(.8.) | am. 
NEW ANGLE 


INTAKE COORDINATOR Js there insurance. 
GEORGIA \\o. 

INTAKE COORDINATOR Well, you're aware... 
GEORGIA \e:. 


CUT TO: 


INTAKE COORDINATOR \\ iat aire you using? 
SADIE (/12 bad shape) My drug of choice? Alcohol. 
INTAKE COORDINATOR (ain you answer a few ques- 


tions? How much heroin are you using? 
SADIE Maybe a couple of grams a day... on and off. 
INTAKE COORDINATOR Por how long. 


SADIE | don't know. A month maybe. It's not my drug of 
choice. | drink a lot. (4 “ge of pride) A lot. 


INTAKE COORDINATOR When's the last time you 
used? 

SADIE \esterday. Yeah, yesterday. Day before maybe. Please 
don’t let me die. 


INTAKE COORDINATOR Jou re not going to die. 
SADIE You know, don’t let me have a really hard kick. 


INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY 
Georgia stares out the window. Sadie comes out of the 
bathroom in a hospital gown. 


SADIE | in sorry. 

GEORGIA Don't apologize anymore. 
SADIE Not a pretty sight. Got my things? 
The paper bag lies on the chest of drawers. 
MED. CLOSE SHOT 


The NURSE takes Sadie’s vital signs, starts to draw 
blood. Sadie's shaking, sweating. 


SADIE You won't find a vein. Why don’t vou let me do that. 
NURSE | think we've got this under control. 


Georgia sits across the room, cut off... watches her sister 


JUMP CUT TO: 
INT. CORRIDOR 
The nurse walks Georgia to the elevator. 


NURSE She's gonna be okay. We're gonna start slamming 
valium down her because we don't want her to seize. He'll 
probably give her some clonidine patches for the heroin. 
She’s gonna be gorked to the max on drugs for the next cou- 
ple of days. You go home and rest easy. She’s safe. She's not 
on the streets. 


Lhe elevator door Opens. 
NURSE (Ger ine) This is probably inappropriate. But I'm 


a really big fan. 


INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - EVENING 
The nurse’s station is just beyond the open door. Sadie 
squints through half-closed eyes. 


Her father sits in the corner of the room, quiet, benign. 


SADIE (| c/ches him for a moment) What are you doing 
here, Dad. | don't want you here, Dad. Really not. This is m) 
party. 


INT. COUNSELOR'S OFFICE - DAY 

Sadie sits across the room, clutching a robe. She’s sedat- 
ed, a combination of librium and clonidine patches. She 
nods out a little. The cigarette dangles from her lips. 
COUNSELOR \ice robe. 

SADIE [1's my sister's. 

COUNSELOR Whio else is in the family? 


SADIE My father. My sister. My niece. My nephew. My 
brother-in-law. 


COUNSELOR (4 some!) Your husband? 

SADIE Well, not purely. 

COUNSELOR (Jags) Not purely? 

SADIE (Grins) No. | think he’s in Chicago. Am I dopey . . . 
COUNSELOR Are you feeling dopey? 

SADIE | «asked you first. 

COUNSELOR Jou want to tell me how you're feeling? 
SADIE |'in just waiting to cheer up enough to kill myself. 
COUNSELOR Impending doom. Overall dread. 


SADIE Almost all the time. The librium is awful. It makes 
me feel terrible. | almost don’t take it. (Laughs) But I still 
take it. You know, you could give me strychnine and tell me, 
vou know, “This'Il kill you.” “Oh, okay. PII take it. If that’s 
the best you can do.” 


INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY - TIGHT CLOSE - SADIE 


SADIE (/7: sleep; anxious) Where's my sweetheart? 
GEORGIA Who’ 


SADIE (Suints eves open) This guy I was sleeping with. 
He left me. 


She tries to orient herself. 

NURSE (/00ks into the room) \s she awake? 

SADIE She wants a cigarette. 

The stack of AA books and folders lies on the nightstand. 


Sadie, with some maneuvering, manages to sit up in bed. 
She's wearing Georgia ’s robe. It’s stained, wrinkled. Geor- 
gia eyes the cigarette burns. 

SADIE (4 /ittle vague) \'m sorry about the robe. | really 
love this robe. 

GEORGIA | don't care about the robe. It’s yours, Sadie. 


Sadie reaches for the half-consumed cranberry juice on 
the nightstand, sips al the straw. The nurse brings in a 


cigarelle, lights it. 


NURSE (70 Georgia) Make sure she’s sitting up while she's 
smoking. Don't nod out on us, Sadie. We're very proud of this 
girl. She’s come a really long way. 


Sadie eyes her, takes a deep drag from the cigarette. 


SADIE She's the best nurse on the ward. You are. huh. (Ov 
her exit) They hate me here. 


Georgia laughs. 


SADIE They do. So this must be a real embarrassment to 
vou. 


GEORGIA \o. Why? 


SADIE (ears spring lo her eyes: lips quiver) \ cry all the 
time. The patches make me a little... you know. Well, you 
Sc: 


GEORGIA How's it going. 


SADIE Lots of paperwork. It’s all paperwork. And meetings. 
Meetings. I'm having some trouble with the God as | under- 
stand him part. What was Dad doing here? 


GEORGIA |) cl’ 
SADIE Really. 
GEORGIA | don't think so. 


SADIE Right there in that chair. (4 sigh) | like my coun- 
selor. David. Donald. 


GEORGIA Which’ 


SADIE David Donald. David Donald—lI think that’s his 
name. 


GEORGIA Jou want me to call Axel? 
SADIE Oh God, Axel. Sweet Axel. Axel needs to get a life. 


Theres a moment. She starts to nod off. Georgia lakes the 
cigarette from her mouth, crushes it in the ashtray. Sadie 
Opens eves. 


SADIE (4 moment) So when do you think you're gonna 
have this baby. 


GEORGIA | don't know. 

SADIE (Reaches out) Can |? 

She puts both hands on Georgia ’s belly. 
SADIE So amazing. Did | tell you about Steve? 
GEORGIA The one who designs speakers. 
SADIE For concerts. 

GEORGIA Who's in love with you. 

SADIE Yeah. 
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GEORGIA You mean Sam. 
SADIE Sam? 
GEORGIA Yeah. 


She starts to laugh, and Sadie. It’s a release from tension, 


from reality. It’s roaring charged laughter, a throwback to 


growing up. to shared childhood secrets that kept them safe. 
SADIE |)id | tell you about Sam? 


INT. GROUP ROOM - DAY 

The unit's there for the meeting, some dozen patients. 
One or two are in the last stages of detox - still on some 
level of medication. Sadie’s somewhat more alert. The 
patches serve to control her outbursts, make her feel less 
exposed. 


SADIE (Reads from the page: rote) How do you feel today. 
| feel sad. What are your goals for the day. Stay clean and 
sober. What do you ask from your higher power . . . 


JUMP CUT TO: 


COUNSELOR So what are you saying, Metra? 

METRA | don't belong here. 

ADDICT (4 veferan) She's not a junkie. 

METRA No, I’m not. I'm not like you. This is a cultural dif- 
ference we're talking about. 

Sadie sits in the corner of the couch, just outside the circle. 
stares occasionally at the blank TV screen. 

METRA You all use Brown. | never use Brown. I've only in 
my life used China White. 


Sadie lights a cigaretle, murmurs something. 
METRA Yes? What? You want to share that? 
SADIE Same whore, different dress. 


here's a hoot of laughter. Several in the group applaud. 


INT. FAMILY GROUP - DAY 

It's pouring outside. There are perhaps twenty-five people 
in the room, patients and family. Georgia's there beside 
Sadie. Sadie slips a hand into Georgia's for a moment. 


COUNSELOR 2 My name's Elizabeth. I'm glad to see 
everybody here. Let's go around the room, give our names 
and how we feel today. Adam, you want to start? 


ADAM (7he man to her right) My name is Adam. I'm an 
addict/alcoholic. And today I feel, well, happy to be here. 
I'm feeling a little angry. But hopeful. A little desperate. And 
much better about myself. 


Sadie has nails dug into the back of Georgia’s hand. Geor- 
gia swallows back laughter, squints back tears. Sadie 
bends at the waist, examines her shoes, shoulders shaking. 
Georgia kicks at Sadie’s foot. 

ADAM (Continues the litany) | feel good. | feel uncertain. 
And still a little skeptical . . . 


INT. RECOVERY CENTER - DAY 

Sadie comes out to reception. Clay's there with some 
flowers. She's in considerably better shape. She kisses 
his cheek, takes the flowers. 

CLAY You look good. 

SADIE You too. 


CLAY (Nocds foward the desk) They had to see if | was ap- 
proved. 


SADIE (4 erin) Yeah, | make a list. Like I'm in control here. 
INT. VISITOR'S ROOM 


CLAY So how is it. 

SADIE It's great. Yeah. Real people. So how you doing. 
CLAY You know. Survival. 

SADIE And Bobby? 

CLAY Seattle's own... 

SADIE Say hello. 

CLAY Sure. 

He reaches over, touches her hair. 

SADIE Did it myself. It was driving me crazy. 
CLAY They let you have scissors? 

SADIE Yeah, scissors. But no needles. And no booze. 
CLAY (Laughs) Yeah. 

SADIE So you think I look okay? 

CLAY You look great. Anything you need? 


SADIE (Grins at him; a moment: an affectionate elbow) 
| miss you guys. 


CLAY Yeah, me too. 

SADIE | miss Herman. 

CLAY Yeah. Me too. | coulda called that. 
SADIE What. 


CLAY Oh shit. I'm sorry. Yeah. A month. Month and a half 
ago. 


SADIE Fuckin’ Herman. 


CLAY Yeah. 
INT. COUNSELOR'S OFFICE - DAY 


COUNSELOR .... Hopefully you'll stay out of relation- 
ships for a while. Because the first year, you really need to get 
to know who you are. You'll be learning new coping skills . . . 


Sadie sits across from him, intact, respectful, calm. 
COUNSELOR That's hard enough, right? And you don’t 
want to trigger any shit. 


Sadie gives him her winsome “I'm gonna be okay, 1 wish 
you as much” smile. 


INT. CHILDREN’S ROOM - FARMHOUSE - LATE AFTER- 
NOON - HIGH SHOT 
The sheer curtain buffers the shaft of sun that streams 
through the window. 


SADIE (Sines Lou Reeds “Walk on the Wild Side”) \.ook- 
in’ for soul food and a place to eat./Went to the Apollo. . . 


The rooms a comfortable clutter of toys. 


NEW ANGLE 
Andrew sits cross-legged on the floor in front of the 
rocking chair, sings a snatch of the lyric with Sadie here 
and there... 


SADIE Should have seen him go go go/They said, “Hey 
Sugar. Take a walk on the wild side.”/1 said, “Hey Babe. Take 
a walk on the wild side.” /All right. Ha! And the colored girls 
g0— 

Andrew's eyes are glued to Sadie. She points a finger at him. 
He sings the “Doot, doo doo, doo doot’s along with her. 


MED. CLOSE 
The 2-WEEK-OLD HEFTY BABY’s on Sadie's lap, looking 
up into her face. 


SADIE (With Andrew) Doot. doo doo. doo doo. doo doo 
doot./Doot, doo doo, doo doo, doo doo doot .. . 


NEW ANGLE 
Sadie sings directly to the baby. 


SADIE Doot, doo doo, doo doo, doo doo doot./Doot, doo 
doo, doo doo, doo doo doot./Doooo . . . Good job, Druid. 


EXT. FARMHOUSE - SUNSET - FULL SHOT 
Mish sits curled on a porch chair, cheek against fist, 
head into a book. 


INT. BEDROOM 


Georgia nurses the baby, stares out at the sunset. The 
moment is very still. 


INT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING 

Andrew is on Sadie’s lap, keeps wedging back into it. . . 
takes Sadie's arms, wraps them round his waist, plays 
with her fingers . . . 


SADIE My mind gets up five minutes before I do. And then 
it’s sitting on the bed, saying, “I've been waiting for you. | have 
something to say to you. I've been wanting to talk to you.” 
The Ringling Sisters’ “56 Reasons” SCORES the SCENE. 
barely audible in the background. There’s a thread of a 
Phrase here and there... under the entire SEQUENCE. 
RINGLING SISTERS (ow 07 fhe SOUNDTRACK) If | 


want to sleep on the floor. If] want to sleep in my breakfast . . . 


Jake reaches out, switches on the porch light. 


NEW ANGLE 
Mish looks up at him for a second, returns to the book. 


SADIE Your mind says, “I've been awake all night. I just 
want you to know you have cancer, you're on the verge of 
bankruptcy.” Overriding doom. “Nobody likes you.” All those 
things, the things we tell ourselves. It’s a mindfuck. 


JAKE (70 all the shifting in her lap) Andrew . . . 

SADIE He's all right. 

JAKE You're going all touchy-feely, Andrew. 
RINGLING SISTERS (1:0.) (Under the above) It | 


want to sleep in my dinner. If | want to die watching TV. It’s 
my business. . . 


ANDREW | don't mind— 
JAKE (Laughs) I'm sure not. 
RINGLING SISTERS (1/0. ) (lnder the above) 56 rea- 


sons to go downtown . . . 

SADIE Bray Hammond Kiley. That's a lot of weight. 
JAKE My mother’s father’s name. 

SADIE It'll keep him grounded. 

JAKE One would hope. 


RINGLING SISTERS (1:0.) (Under the above) \'s my 
business. So dignified. Besides, I've got it all under control. 


SADIE You didn't come visit. 


JAKE No, | didn’t. But I love you just the same. | hold a very 
special place for you, Sadie. 


SADIE (Sall, colors) Do you, Jake. 
JAKE Yeah. A sacred place. 185 
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Andrew's eyes are quiet, serious, on his father. 

JAKE That's enough, Andrew. Settle or move. 

ANDREW | don't mind, Dad. 

RINGLING SISTERS (1.0. ) (Under the above) Is like | 


only do it twice a week at the very most. So quit hassling me. 


SADIE (Ligh! easy affection) Well you've only ever been 
the only man in the world for me, Jake. 


Neither chooses to acknowledge whats been said. It’s as 
though it needed to be gotten out of the way. 


INT. BEDROOM 
Sadie goes through Georgia's closet, pulls out several 
things, checks for Georgia's nod on each. 


Georgia's in the easy chair, body language reminiscent 
of Mish... 
GEORGIA \es ... 


SADIE You're sure? | don’t want to take it unless it was 
going to Goodwill anyway. 


Georgia shakes her head, laughs. 


GEORGIA You're in my closet, Sadie. You can have any- 
thing you like—really. Yours. 


SADIE Don't do that. 

GEORGIA Don't do what, Sadie. Take what you need. 
EXT. PORCH - NIGHT 

It's late. The house is silent. Sadie comes out the screen 
door, glass in hand. Georgia's in a robe, leaning against 
the porch post. 

SADIE (4 moment) What are you doing. 

GEORGIA (4 moment) Nothing. My favorite thing, 
Georgia turns, smiles wonder at her. 

GEORGIA Ilello Sadie. 


SADIE (4 moment: re the drink) Water. “First the man 
takes the drink. Then the drink takes the drink. Then the 
drink takes the man.” 


Georgia turns back, looks out into the quiet. 
GEORGIA Sometimes | wish | could vanish— 
SADIE For how long. 

There's no response. 


GEORGIA Mish has got the ticket. She can become 
weightless. Thin air. It’s something I'm apt to encourage. Are 
you going to need money? 


SADIE Not a lot. 
GEORGIA [1's not a bottomless pit, Sadie. 


SADIE Well, Sis. | know that, Sis. I'm keeping accounts. (70 
Georgia s grin) You didn’t know that. 


GEORGIA You re so funny, Sadie. 

SADIE You haven't asked my plans. 

GEORGIA No. | haven't... 

SADIE Do you care. 

Georgia laughs. 

GEORGIA | knew you'd tell me. 

SADIE Uncertain. | think L.A. I think in stages. 
GEORGIA 0h. Good. 

SADIE Good what. 

GEORGIA | don't know, Sadie. As long as you're okay. 


Sadie sits into the porch chair. 


SADIE (4 long moment) | was just thinking, you know. 
You never left home, Georgia. 


GEORGIA | guess so. 


SADIE | must scare the shit out of you. | must be your worst 
nightmare. 


GEORGIA Sadie’s out there gobbling it up. Always. It’s 
always how I see you. Gobbling it up again. | hate the des- 
peration. Everything's so desperate. Everything needs to be so 
desperate. 

SADIE Yeah. Well you don’t do anything desperate. Don't 
feel anything desperately. It’s not in your nature. Feeling isn’t 
your strong suit, Georgia. 


GEORGIA Not that kind of hunger, no. 
SADIE Nothing consuming. 
GEORGIA No. Not like you. 

SADIE Not passion... 

GEORGIA Passion? Okay, passion. 
SADIE Or pain. 


GEORGIA No. Or suffering. Well, that’s a gift you mistake 
for voice, Sadie. | don’t want your pain. You're wed to it. My 
God, it’s how you define yourself. But it’s yours, I'll give you 
that. For God's sake, nothing else is. Your whole life’s borrowed. 
Borrowed’s kind. Except for Sadie’s pain. That's Sadie’s own. 
Sadie’s cross. And Sadie’s pain has to be fed, goddamn it. Kept 
alive. Nurtured. And we're all here. Ready to serve. You don't 
sing, Sadie. You can’t sing. 
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SADIE (Wide smile; choked laugh; small, generous) You 
wish. 

There's been a lot of venom. Georgia’s wasted her. Georgia 
smarts, hurts for it. There’s no way to come back round. 
Sadie ignores the wound, unable right at the moment to 


cope with the break. She wraps hands round the edge of 


the chair, looks out into the night. 


INT. FARMHOUSE - EARLY MORNING 
Andrew slips under Mish's nightgown, starts down the 
stairs with her. 


INT. LOUNGE - BOWLING ALLEY - NIGHT - FULL SHOT 
It's just outside of Portland. If you've been to one bowl- 
ing alley, you've been to them all. Sadie’s on a tiny plat- 
form in the corner. She sips at the glass of soda water, 
sets it on the unmanned piano. . . 


SADIE (/7:/0 the mike) My name's Sadie Flood. 


She has a small following here, several people at the bar 
applaud. Her hair is cut close to the scalp. There are 
bracelets halfway to the elbow, and self-strung beads 
round her neck. 


SADIE And we're gonna come to terms, Portland. Okay. 
There's no response. 

SADIE (Re the harmonica) This is my harp player, May- 
nard Lewis. And my drummer . . . (7urns fo him) What? 
He gives her a shy response. 

SADIE (11/0 the mike) Warren... (Turns to him) What? 


(Into the mike) Warren Karris on the drums. And Sol Com- 
merce on guitar. Thank you. 


INT. SPORTS ARENA - SEATTLE - NIGHT - FULL SHOT 


GEORGIA (Shouts into the mike) Hello. We're Tramp. 
There’s a ROAR, overtaken by the roars echo. Shes tiny on 
the stage. 

GEORGIA (Lifis a fist; jumps) Yo! Yo! Seattle's number 
one. 


The roar waffles off the walls. 


INT. BOWLING ALLEY - OREGON - NIGHT 
The harmonica backs her. . . 


SADIE (Sings) Many years have you lingered around 
our cabin door, oh/Hard times come again no more/No 
more hard times. . . . 


INT. SPORTS ARENA - NIGHT 
Georgia's voice fills the hushed space. 


GEORGIA (With guitar)... No more hard times./No 
more hard times. (7ben only voice) No more hard times. 


INT. LOUNGE - BOWLING ALLEY - NIGHT 


SADIE (With harmonica and bowling pins; the final...) 
No more hard times. 


She finishes. 


SADIE (4 moment) No one does that song better than my 
sister. 

The WAITER brings her Jim Beam. 

SADIE (/11/0 the mike) Who? 

The GUY waves from the bar. 

SADIE Thank you, Comrade. 


INT. SPORTS ARENA - NIGHT - FULL SHOT 
Georgia's leapt into the air, fist raised. The arena's gone 
wild. 


TIGHT CLOSE - GEORGIA 

Her face shines with the response. She's radiant. She 
looks back at the band. They raise arms to the crowd. 
She raises hers again. 


GEORGIA Yeah... okay. 


The TIGHT OUT-OF-FOCUS IMAGE FREEZES. The 
SOUNDTRACK’s left with the echo of the roar . . . a wal- 
lah, bouncing off walls. 


INT. FARMHOUSE - MED. CLOSE 

The 8- and 11-year-old Sadie and Georgia, in their Beat- 
les’ getup, bow like boys, an arm cross stomach, an arm 
cross back, bobbing up and down alternately. 


NEW ANGLE 

Their audience squeezes eyes against wind, regards 
them, stays a respectful second, sits a respectful moment 
for want of better. . . then drifts away. There’s a SUDDEN 
CUT TO BLACK, several seconds before the CREDITS 
start to roll in silence. Then... 


Tom Waits fills the SOUNDTRACK, covers the final roll of 
CREDITS. 


TOM WAITS The piano has been drinking /My necktie 
is asleep /And the combo went back to New York /The juke- 
box has to take a leak /And the carpet needs a haircut /And 
the spotlight looks like a prison break /‘Cause the telephone’s 
out of cigarettes /And the balcony is on the make/And the 
piano has been drinking/The piano has been drinking /And 
the menus are all freezing /And the light man’s blind in one 


evye/And he can’t see out of the other /And the piano tuner’s 
got a hearing aid /And he showed up with his mother /And 
the piano has been drinking /And the piano has been drink- 


ing /And the bouncer is a sumo wrestler /Creampuff Casper 
Milquetoast /And the owner is a mental midget /With the IQ of 


a fence post /’Cause the piano has been drinking /The piano 
has been drinking /And ya can’t find your waitress/With a 
geiger counter/And she hates you and your friends and 
you /Just can’t get served without her /And the box office is 
drooling /And the bar stools are on fire/And the newspapers 
were fooling /And the ashtrays have retired /And the piano has 
been drinking /The piano has been drinking./The piano has 
been drinking /Not me/Not me/Not me/Not me/Not ...me. 


THE END 
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Writing 
Georgia 


A Talk with Barbara Turner 





UAB [Ned 


Barbara Turner was born and raised in New York City. 
She attended the University of Texas for a year and then 
returned to New York to study acting at the Dramatic 
Workshop, and later with Paul Mann. Turner's early work 
includes the screenplays for Deathwatch (1966), Petulia 
(1968, nominated for a Writers Guild Award), and The 
Affair (1973). Her scripts for television include The War 
Between the Tates (1977, nominated for an Emmy Award), 
Freedom (1981), Sessions (1983), Eye on the Sparrow 
(1987, winner of a Christopher Award) and Out of Dark- 
ness (1993). 

Turner’s current projects include an adaptation of Z.Z. 
Smith's A Very Private Island for Barbet Schroeder, Pol- 
lock, a film based on the life of painter Jackson Pollock to 
star Ed Harris and Sara and Gerald, a series for American 
Playhouse. She lives in Los Angeles. 

The version of Georgia published here is Turner's first 
draft, completed on December 7, 1991. The screenplay 
was 131 pages long. 


Your daughter, Jennifer Jason Leigh, com missioned this 
screenplay from you. Can you talk a bit about how this all 
came aboul? 


Well, I have to go way, way back. I guess not too many people 
know this, but Jennifer, ever since she was quite young, would 
always read what I wrote, and I'd read what she'd write—that 
was part of our time together. I wrote a script that never got 
made about a singer, which she read when she was about 14. 
She said she wanted to play the part when she grew up. Anyway, 
she never forgot that script, and we'd always wanted to work 
together. When she started acting, I was writing things I thought 
she could do, but she wasn’t a “name”—and the filmmakers 
always wanted a name. And then, when she became a name, 
they couldn’t get her. What goes around comes around. 

And Jennifer always wanted to work with Mare [Winning- 
ham, who plays Georgia]. She had gone to a summer arts camp 
one year and Mare was her chaperone there; she used to sing all 
of the kids to sleep at night, doing her own songs. All of the kids 
adored her, and Jennifer used to write home about her, saying 
how she had this “voice from God”—she said that then and she 
says it now—and how she was the best actress in the camp. 


When did you meet Mare? 


| met her on visiting day at the camp. Two years later, she was 
cast in one of the films I’d written for television, Freedom, based 
on the experiences of my oldest daughter, Carrie, who ran away 
when she was 16 to join a carnival. We had an initial meeting at 
my house—I think Mare was with her agent—and after several 
hours of discussion, she asked me if she could move in—I sup- 
pose to find out what Carrie was running away from. Jennifer 
was in Europe, so she stayed in her room throughout the pre- 
production, the shooting of the film and into part of the post- 
production. She really became part of the family; everyone fell 
madly in love with her. Since then, we've stayed very, very close; 
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she ended up doing two more of my films. 

Anyway, at one point I'd written a script for Mare and Jennifer 
called “Once Again for Zelda.” It was based on sexual fantasies 
Jennifer and her friends in high school wrote to each other—for 
each other—when they were 16. Of course, they were all virgins 
and had no idea what they were talking about. The fantasies 
were hysterical: Jennifer finally told me about them when she 


was 19, and I got a look at them. We thought they'd make a 


wonderful film, and sold the idea to Fox—a film about four 
friends. I sat down with the four girls who'd written the fan- 
tasies, along with Mare, and they all just talked, for weeks. I 
used it all, and all their fantasies—I think I wrote the final 
one—which were acted out in the script. We got very close to 
having it made— 


What year was this? 


I don’t know, sometime in the early '80s. Jennifer and Mare were 
20, 21—just on the edge of being able to still play teenagers. 
Part of the problem was that I was going to direct it, so it was 
difficult to get financing, and we had to give up on it. 

And then, it must have been the spring of "91, Jennifer said to 
me, “Look, let’s not try to pitch anything. Just write something 
for Mare and me to do together.” She'd never forgotten that ear- 
lier script, and I also think she was ready to explore the relation- 
ship thing between sisters because of her own very remarkable 
experiences with both of her sisters and the kind of bonding they 
have. She was also interested in the idea of someone who was 
gifted, to whom things came very easily, and someone who 
wanted that so badly and didn’t have it. So that was the essence 
of how this all came about. 


Do the characters of Sadie and Georgia bear strong resem- 
blances to Jennifer and Mare? 


Well, yes and no. I knew they were going to play them, but when 
I wrote those characters, I wasn’t writing to Jennifer's or Mare’s 
qualities. The characters grew on the page. They came from a 
lot of different things. Georgia's a combination of a lot of Mare, 
a lot of Jennifer—especially her whole private world, because 
Jennifer is very shy, very inward. What's interesting is that the 
character embodies a lot of my perceptions of Mare, but it wasn’t 
Mare’s perception of Mare. She didn’t understand it. She was 
very confused when she first read the script, which shocked me. | 
think she was resisting a little at first. I think there was some- 
thing about the overlapping into her life, and trying to find 
where that separation was, that disturbed her greatly. Mare is 
exceedingly warm, very centered—from her point of view, she’s 
not, but | think she is. People love being around her, especially 
men. There's a radiance there. But I got quite a lot of insight 
into both characters from Ann and Nancy Wilson, the sisters 
from the band Heart—the house in the country, for instance. 
But then, Mare lives in a house in the country with her husband 
and kids. Reality and fiction got very blurred. 

Mare didn’t want to do it at first. She said “No,” and I said, “1 
understand,” and then she said, “Don’t understand so fast!” 


[laughs] She battled with this almost up until the first day of 
shooting. At one point it looked like she wasn't going to be able 
to do it because they wanted her for Apollo 73, and even though 
she'd already committed to Georgia, we weren't going to hold 
her back, because we knew she'd make a lot more money—it 
was going to be this huge picture. But, thank God, she decided to 
do this instead. 


The character of Sadie is at least partly based on your eldest 
daughter, Carrie, isn't it? 


Partly. Carrie is so honest, and so forthright, she has no censors. 
Most people, when they're about to say something, will stop 
themselves and think, “Oh, | better not say that.” Not Carrie. 
She was chaos, always running away, living on the edge, in 
trouble. In our family, Jennifer was always the peacemaker. She 
would watch all this insanity going on and keep aloof from it. 
But she adored Carrie, and really envied her ability to go out 
there and live on the edge. I think in some way she felt that in 
doing that, Carrie became the center, everything revolved around 
her. If you’re left to be the peacemaker, you're robbed of that 
experience, robbed of being able to go out on the edge. 

Freedom was practically literal in terms of what happened 
with Carrie. She even ended up marrying a carny. But there was 
something about Carrie that made it difficult to stay angry with 
her, because she was so generous and loving, so open about 
what she would do. Her drug abuse was very painful, and I was 
told she was going to die, especially the last time she was in de- 
tox just before she got to Hazelden. 


But I understand that she is in very good shape now. 


She’s unbelievable. She’s the most grounded of us all. But for a 
while there, it was really wild. 


This brings up an interesting point: a good portion of your 
work, and certainly this film, deals, at least superficially, 
with your family. Do you see writing as a sort of catharsis, a 
way to work through and understand certain problems? 


That's a difficult question. I do a lot of research, depending on 
the script, above and beyond the personal stuff, so everything is 
sunk in a kind of truth. It’s so interesting, at least for me, to take 
from reality, because I don’t think I'm gifted enough to make 
everything up. People are wonderful, they're extraordinary. They 
do and say and create extraordinary things. And that’s the joy of 
writing for me: just going out there for each screenplay and lis- 
tening to people, and learning how they view the world, how 
they experience life and each other. My thought is, why make 
anything up when it’s so wonderful as it is? 

For instance, the airport scene is based almost completely on 
an experience of Carrie’s. | remember picking her up from the 
airport and looking down at her feet and saying, “Those aren't 
your shoes,” and she told me the story that’s in the film. It was 
all very similar: I found her in the bathroom, and her bag was 
outside. And even though she was in incredible pain, she was 
still so funny. 
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All of the scenes in rehab are taken pretty faithfully from 
experiences we had with Carrie. The robe, the cigarette burns, 
the chocolate syrup all over everything—all of that was Carrie. 
There was one thing she did that I couldn’t get into the script. 
Jennifer and I were there one day and just before we left, Carrie 
said, in a very feeble voice, “Kiss . . .” So I leaned over to kiss her 
and she said, “No, no. . . chocolate kiss.” [laughs] | just could- 
n't find a way to get it in the script. Anyway, we were always 
laughing—I guess it was a defense mechanism in some way. 


How do you go about composing dialogue? 


Well, you know, I tape everything, transcribe everything. Much 
of it I use, and then the character starts to talk to you—that’s 
what you hope for. You know, you sit there and think, “Say 
something,” and eventually they do. And if you stay out of their 
way, lots of good things happen. It’s when you try to control it 
that you get into trouble. 


An observation regarding your dialogue: you tend to use 
very few question marks at the end of sentences which are 
pretty clearly inlerrogative; why is that? 


I've noticed that when people ask a question, they very rarely put 
it in the form of a question. They say, “Did you eat yet.” Or, “Do 
you want to go to dinner.” They don’t say, “Do you want to go to 
dinner?” And if you have a question mark, an actor will invari- 
ably phrase it in that second way, because the question mark's 
there. If you don’t put it there, they do whatever they would nor- 
mally do. I mean, | know somebody who speaks in questions: “I 
went to the store?” Anyway, it makes me crazy when people ask a 
question in a way that they wouldn't normally. I know it sounds 
crazy—people always tell me it’s pretentious, but it’s not. 


Regarding the film’s location, when and why did you decide 
fo set it in Seattle? 


We played around with where we wanted it to be. | thought it 
should be Austin; Jennifer thought it should be Seattle. So I 
called the Washington State Film Commission, told them about 
the project, and my assistant, Pam Widener, and I went there. 
Cathy Sander from the Film Commission met us at the airport 
and took us to clubs, introduced us to singers and musicians, 
and we learned Seattle. Every hour there was somebody to see, 
somebody to meet. 


How long were you there? 


About four days, during Labor Day weekend of 1991. And then | 
was on the phone during the entire writing of the script: hours 
and hours. 


Music plays such an integral part in the script: how did you 
go about choosing songs to use? 


| asked both Mare and Jennifer what songs they listened to, what 
they liked, so they gave me lists. Pam, who knows everything 
about music, brought me a steady stream, and I listened to music 
day and night. She told me about Velvet Underground, and her 
experience of them in college, and after that the character of 


Bobby started to become very clear in my mind—fixed, locked. 

There was one song that Jennifer asked for specifically, Astrud 
Gilberto’s “Take Me to Aruanda,” because she used it through- 
out Single White Female whenever she wanted to feel good 
about herself, as the character is so bereft. She'd sing it to her- 
self. The Pogues, for instance, were very specific to Mare. 


| remember reading that when you were visiting her at her 
house at one point, there was a Pogues song playing in the 
background, which figures in your directions for the first 
scene at Georgia’s house. You've said about writing this 
screenplay, “When I found the song, | found the scene.” 
Could you elaborate? 


| start on page one; I don’t know where it’s going to go, except 
in the most general sense. | didn’t know how Georgia was going 
to end. I knew certain of the characters were going to be there, 
like Bobby and Axel. As far as the song selection went, it varied. 
Like, for the scene with Trucker, that was easy, because the singer 
who told me that story gave me the band’s set list, and “What'd I 
Say” was on the list, and was a great song, so I went with that. | 
knew in that scene that I didn’t want to hear Sadie yet, except in 
the background where her voice would be lost, so the audience 
wouldn't know whether her voice was good, bad or indifferent. 

And then we go to the scene with Bobby's band. That was 
around the time I was listening to all of this Velvet Under- 
ground, and I found “There She Goes Again,” and was able to 
do that scene. I don’t know how early on I knew that I wanted 
Sadie’s first song to be “Almost Blue.” I'd seen Let's Get Lost, 
and heard Chet Baker do that song, and thought, “That's it, 
she’s gotta sing it.” In that film, part of the song’s power comes 
from the fact that he’s in the condition he’s in, and everybody's 
talking, and he has to keep asking everyone to shut up. It was so 
moving to me, and it suddenly enlightened me about Bobby and 
Sadie’s past relationship, and that he would want her to sing it 
because it meant something to him. So that’s what I meant by 
finding the scene with the song. Each song filled in character; it 
became the character, and revealed character to me. 


How about the choice of Van Morrison's “Take Me Back” for 
Sadie’s performance al the AIDS benefit? 


That was a miracle. That scene came from a story I'd been told, 
an actual event. A sibling of a concert artist was invited up 
onstage by his brother. He chose to sing “Just Like a Woman.” 
It's a long song, and nobody can really sing it but Bob Dylan— 
you just don’t do it. This guy had obviously gotten blasted before 
he went on because he was so nervous, and his brother had to 
help him out, because he didn’t stop, and the audience was 
appalled by the whole thing. So I knew I needed a long song. At 
some point, Mare had said to me, “You should listen to some 
Van Morrison” —not for that particular moment, just generally. 
So we went out and got his two-CD compilation, Hymns fo the 
Silence, and | heard “Take Me Back” and went out of my mind. 
It addressed so many things at once: it was perfect for an AIDS 
benefit concert, it was perfect for the time in which we live, per- 





fect for Sadie—it was just a miracle. So | put it in. By the way, 
when | wrote this, | had no idea whether or not we would be able 
to get rights to any of these songs. 


So the script was written before you went after rights? 


Oh, yeah. And they said, “Well, you'll probably have to change 
the songs.” And I said, “If we change the songs, we don’t have a 
script.” /laughs] 


How long did it take you to pul together a complete draft? 


About three and a half weeks. The research takes quite a lot of 
time. During that, | guess, the writing is sort of floating around, 
but once it sort of vomits out, it just goes. And nobody sleeps. 
When it’s really coming, it’s great, because you're just up. I’m 
afraid to go to sleep, I’m afraid of losing anything good. 


What draft is this that we're publishing? 
It’s the first draft. 


Can you talk a bit about your role as producer of the film, 
and how that affected your role as a writer? 


Well, the first thing Jennifer said—before | even started writing 
this—was, “You're not going to direct this because | want to get 
it made.” /laughs] So then | decided that I wanted to produce it, 
that we should both produce it. So we went into the whole thing 





with that. The first person we sent it to was Bob Altman, who: 


called 24 hours later and said, “I know how to make this movie. 
If you can get the money in four weeks, I'll do it.” And, of course, 
we couldn't get the money in four weeks, so he was very kind, he 
kept extending another four weeks. This was before 7he Player 
was released; nobody would touch him at that point. So this 
went on for about five months, and then 7he Player came out, 
and was a huge success, and he said, “Well, I'm not going to be 
able to direct it, but | want to produce it.” 

My agent is a very close friend of Ulu’s, and invited me to 
dinner with him and his wife one night, and Ulu said he'd like 
to read something I'd written, so my agent sent him Georgia, as 
well as some other stuff. And he called me and said, “If this ever 
becomes free, I'd love to do it.” | was very flattered, and | called 
Jennifer and told her, and she got very excited, and we called 
Bob, and he said, “1 don’t want to stand in your way. Ulu’s a 
producer in his own right; you don’t need another producer.” 


It sounds like this was a struggle the whole way, in terms of 
gelling financing, and, later, distribution. 


Nobody wanted to do it. Everybody said, “The script’s a downer,” 
or “Get new music.” 


Did you approach studios? 


Yeah, everybody was approached. That was a mistake, I think. 
Bob's agent was handling it, and because Bob had such a short 
window, instead of taking this around cautiously, he just sent it 
to everyone: the one thing Jennifer had said not to do. And every- 
body said “No.” Then, Ben Barenholtz signed on as executive 
producer—he'd worked with Jennifer on 7he Hudsucker Proxy. 


The two of them went over to Cannes with Bart Walker, an ICM 
agent, and they sat in a hotel room and pitched the story every 
15 minutes to someone new, and six months later CIBY 2000 
called and said they'd give us $5.7 million to do the film. And | 
said, “Great! We'll get that much from them, and this much 
from someone else—” and Jennifer said, “No, no, you don’t 
understand. That's for the whole movie.” Well, we did it. Every- 
body deferred part of their salaries, that kind of thing, Actually, 
the composers of the songs saved our lives, by letting us have the 
songs for almost nothing. 


How did that work out? Considering the number of songs in 
the film, it sounds like a legal and financial nightmare. 


Well, some songs Robin Urdang, our musical supervisor, got for 
less than usual fees. The most important songs we had to get 
were the Otis Redding, the Van Morrison, the Lou Reed, the Elvis 
Costello and the Tom Waits. Jennifer made personal appeals to 
Morrison, Reed, Costello and Waits. Jennifer, Ulu and | hada 
long late-night meeting with Lou Reed and Sylvia Reed, his 
manager at the time, in the lobby of the Chateau Marmont. 
They all read the script and were very generous to us. 


Were there any songs you couldn't get? 


Yeah. “What'd I Say” was one. And there was a Lou Reed song, 
because he didn’t own it. There's a song Sadie sings at the bar 
we couldn't get: “This Year's Kisses.” But we found a public 
domain song to replace it. 


When did production start, and how long was your shooting 
schedule? 


It was a nine-week shoot. Let’s see, we had a long preproduc- 
tion because of the music. We moved to Seattle in June and 
we started shooting in September 1994. 


Were you on the set the whole time? 
Yes. 
And what about ediling? 


The way it worked was, Ulu is very jealous of his editing room, 
and he set down very specific rules going in. | got to see the ini- 
tial assembly, which was incredible, but was three hours long. 
And then I went in every two weeks, and Ulu would show me 
what had been cut, and he’d ask me to put my comments on 
paper. So I'd give him copious notes—you know, something 
that takes a minute to explain verbally is much harder to put 
down in written form—and every note was like a page and a 
half. Most of which he incorporated. He was very generous. 
There were a few I got down on my knees and begged for and 
didn’t get. But he certainly respected the material. People were 
told they couldn't change dialogue. 


Was that something agreed upon from the very beginning? 


It was nothing I asked for. One of the actors came to him and 
said, “Well, this is just sort of an indication of what we're sup- 
posed to say, right?” And he said, “No, no. In some scripts you 
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can do that, but in this script there’s a meter and a rhythm that 
shouldn't be messed with.” It was amazing, and | thanked him 
for it, and he said, “I didn’t do it for you, I did it because it’s 
what | believe.” 


Miramax didn't come on board here until after the film was 
shown at the Toronto film festival, from what 1 understand. 


That's right. Ben was very instrumental in that. He ran into Har- 
vey Weinstein in Toronto, and Harvey was telling someone else 
about what a great movie Georgia was, and Ben said, “What are 
you cocking around for? Do it!” And Harvey said, “Okay.” So the 
next morning we met; it was pretty quick. 


Let’s talk a while about some of the scenes in this draft which 
didn't make it into the film. What about that first flashback 
scene? In the film, we only get a brief glimpse of a younger 
Sadie and Georgia dancing in a second-story window dur- 
ing the credit sequence. In the script, the scene runs several 
pages. 


It was shot. But it was cut, for time. 
Was that a tough one to see go? 


Not now, not anymore. | mean, there's stuff I do still miss in that 
first section. | think some of the stuff that’s there could have 
gone, and some of the scenes with Chasman could have been kept. 
| miss Chasman; | think he was an important throughline, but 
it was something Ulu just couldn't see. | also thought the actor 
who played him was quite wonderful: he was Chasman. 


Certainly the nature of Sadie and Chasman ss relationship is 
made much clearer in those scenes in the screenplay. 


Yeah. I’m sorry we had to cut them. CIBY said we had to cut it 
down to 110 minutes—I think we eventually got them to agree 
to 117—but that was the agreement, and we were locked into 
that. I felt that more Trucker could have been cut in those early 
scenes. 


A lot of the scenes with Trucker were cut: the scene with the 
policemen— 


That was never even shot. 


—and the one I'm sorry didn't make it in, in which Sadie 
has to give him bis security code to get into the house. 


| was sorry that one had to go. And I really missed Sadie’s good- 
bye scene with Chasman in Seattle. That broke my heart. I can- 
not tell you how | begged for that one, and I still think the 
movie needs it. It was funny, and I felt it set a tone because it 
was so wacky. But it was a judgment call. 


Another early cut: in Georgia’s first concert scene, there's a 
lot of introductory chatter from her, including a reference to 
her band’s name, Tramp, which never ends up in the film. 


That was cut out early. Nobody liked that name but me. Every- 
body else thought of Tramp as meaning “slut,” but I thought of 


it as “hobo.” We changed it to “The Holders” in the film, | think. 


The first scene with Georgia and Jake alone, really the only 
one of its kind in the first half of the script, was cut from the 
film. This seems pretty significant because it’s the first indi- 
cation of their differing views of Sadie, and how she impacts 
on their relationship. What happened to that one? 


That scene added a texture to that first section that would have 
been nice to have. But again, it was a question of time. We had 
the directive from CIBY. By the way, Ulu said, “You make the first 
cut; it's your script.” So a lot of these cuts were my decision. The 
goodbye scene was not, the opening sequence was not. There 
as also a lot cut within the scenes to pare down the time. | 
think that Ulu has a talent—somebody called it “invisible 
style.” He just a//ows on either end, and sometimes you think, 
“Well, he could clip a little bit out of that.” But I think you'd 
lose something that was Ulu if you did. Someone said to me 
recently that they thought the concert scenes were shot in a sort 
of flat way, and I had initially felt the same. But when I saw the 
assembly, I thought there was something exactly right about let- 
ting what happens happen, so that you're in the audience, 
watching. And there's a certain, well, I'd call it “clumsiness”— 
because | can’t come up with a better word—about the film that’s 
just wonderful. It’s just there; you don’t feel like anybody's in the 
way. | think that’s Ulu’s gift, he’s just extraordinary that way. 
For instance, the scene in which Sadie figures out Axel is 
leaving her, and she says, “Send for me, Axel.” He just let the 
camera run, and those few seconds after he does that are amaz- 
ing. Most directors would call “Cut,” but he just let it go. 


Another significant cut is the van ride on the way to Geor- 
gia’s house. Sadie and Georgia sing a duet—*The Lobster 
Quadrille’ —which is really the only time they sing together 
in an unforced, casual way. Was that shot? 


Yeah. That was Ted Levine's /Jake’s/ favorite scene. It was really 
wonderfully done, it worked very well. And again, that would 
have informed the film in a different way. 


It evinced a bond between the two sisters—a genuine affec- 
lion for one another—that is only brought to the fore once 
in the film, in the scene at the rebab center when they both 
laugh hysterically about Sadie’s forgetting a past lover's 
name. In the script, however, there is another scene referenc- 
ing that closeness: during one of the group therapy sessions 
at the rebab center, when Sadie and Georgia try to stop each 
other from giggling al another patient's remarks. In the end, 
that one brief scene that made it into the film seems to do the 
job so well, and so economically. 





Right. Mare was so worried about being able to laugh naturally 
at that point. 


I'd like to mention a few short lines of dialogue that got cut, 
either before or after filming, and whose absence seems 
significant. For instance, during Jake's first conversation 
with Sadie at the house, where he talks about his relationship 


with Georgia, in the script he says, “And there are no more 
lies.” That's cut in the film. What happened? 


Ulu wanted that speech cut down. | think Ted said it in one take 
and didn’t say it in another. | really didn’t want to cut that line, 
because | love that line a lot; it's very important. There was also 
another line that Ted actually misspoke. The line is, “She slept 
with somebody, or I slept with somebody,” and he doesn’t say 
that in the movie. He says, “She slept with somebody,” and he 
starts to say “or,” but changes it to “so I slept with somebody.” 
And that means something entirely different. And every time | 
hear that... it always kills me. 


Theres another line of his much later, in the van on the way 
back from the AIDS benefit concert, that was also cut. Hes 
lalking about Sadie to Georgia: “Sadie maybe needs to be in 
that pit. In her fire.” 


Yeah, that was my decision. | thought it sounded too literary. | 
went back and forth on that one. It definitely wasn’t his delivery, 
because he did it well. | thought it was me; | thought, “It sounds 
like writing.” Afterwards, | wasn’t so sure. 


Another change from script to film: in this draft, we meet 
Axel long before Sadie does: he’s the smitten fan in both bar 
scenes in which Sadie sings, and even says hello to Bobby in 
the first one. In the film, all of this is alluded to when be tells 
Sadie upon meeting her that be “catches ber whenever he 
can.” Why was this changed? By the way, I'm pretty sure bes 
in that second scene in the finished film, sitting at the bar, 
but you only see him for a second. 


You did see him? We shot one with him there. We went back and 
forth on that one. | said, “I don’t want him there,” because the 
scene in which he says hello to Bobby outside was cut—we 
didn't shoot it. We were going to try and do it but the night ran 
out before we could. And, as you said, he was in the bar in the 
script. | said, “If you don’t have him in that scene, but you have 
him in the bar, it’s going to look too serendipitous, like a plant.” 
So we shot one where he was and one where he wasn't. | guess 
the one where he was there made it into the final cut. 


Speaking of Axel, there were a couple of big scenes with him 
al Georgia's house—reading a book to the kids, and then 
speaking with her father—that didn't make the film. What 
about those? 





They were shot. That first one, twice. For some reason it didn't 
work the first time, so we reshot it later. That scene is Max Per- 
lich /the actor who plays Axel] for real. 1 should tell you a little 
bit about how the character of Axel developed. When Pam and | 
first went to Seattle, the first singer we met was a beautiful black 
woman with an incredible voice who happened to be an alco- 
holic. And she was living with this young kid in the dressing 
room of an abandoned theater. They had a pile of clothing on 
the floor that they slept on; | think they'd lived in a car previous- 
ly. And the kid adored her, just adored her. He was this lost kid, 
and she was just too much for him. So I had Axel immediately, 


and | got back home and said to Jennifer, “I've got the guy.” And 
she said, “No, I've got the guy.” We almost got into a fight. 

So | agreed to meet Max. Pam and | went to a coffee shop, 
and Max came in and sat across from us, and he had that book 
he’s reading to the kids in that scene. I started my tape recorder, 
and that speech is verbatim. It went right onto the page. And 
then I asked him, “What was your first impression of Jennifer?” 
And he talked about her “shining eyes smiling at me,” etc. 
Reams of Max's conversation went right into Axel’s dialogue. 
Like, “I know what love is...” Well, anyway, I couldn't wait 
until Max read the script, because to me the character of Axel 
was really Max in the shoes of this boy in Seattle. His reaction to 
the script was, “Boy, that guy is really off the wall. He's weird.” 
And at one of the readings we had before this got off the ground, 
he came and read and was very restrained and disturbed, and 
left very quickly. He told Jennifer later that he hadn't realized 
how close the character was to him. He was mortified, | guess, 
because he was so exposed. He had trouble saying the lines when 
it came time. Also, it’s funny, he started cooking for Jennifer 
while we were shooting; he'd also clean up after her. Remember 
the scene in which Sadie takes the cigarette out of the pack and 
it’s backwards? What Max would do—and Jennifer told me it 
had something to do with good luck, or love, | can’t remem- 
ber—was take one cigarette out of every pack and put it in 
upside down. It was this secret thing that they had. Anyway, a lot 
of Axel’s dialogue is Max's. A lot of beautiful stuff, like, “We 
aren't anymore.” 





What about the scene in the recording studio where Sadie 
sings backup for Georgia? Was that filmed? 


We shot it. It was a very funny scene, very well done, and it con- 
tains one of my favorite moments: when Mare stands outside 
alone. When I wrote it, it was so Jennifer. That I got just from my 
knowledge of how she would react to that kind of invasion. We 
shot it a lot of different ways. There was something about it Mare 
didn’t like when she saw it—the angle, or something—so we 
lost it. And when we lost that, the studio stuff was meaningless: if 
you don’t have that moment with Georgia needing to be alone, 
after witnessing Sadie being so exposed and needy, you can't 
have the scene. So when we lost the outside scene, | said we had 
to lose the whole thing. 


What happened to the two contiguous sex scenes in the script? 
In the film, only the second remains. 


That was a time cut. I felt that having both was important. The 
first one is gentle, with Axel making love to Sadie. The second 
one is her desperation. | felt that if we had to lose one, we had to 
lose them both. Jennifer felt strongly that we needed to see the 
desperation. 


How about all of the group therapy scenes at the rebab center? 


They were never shot; there wasn’t enough money. One of the 
scenes with the psychologist, where Sadie talks about her family, 
was shot. | thought that was important because it sort of took it 
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out of the insular family thing and gave you a little more per- 
spective on the situation, an outsider’s perspective. It was really 
well done, and was so Sadie. It gave you an idea of how she 
saw herself in terms of the family. Actually, it wasn’t a bad cut, 
but it was a wonderful scene. 


How about the scene in which Georgia gets on the elevator 
and the nurse tells her what a fan she is of hers? The nurses 
dialogue in the script is filled with street lingo regarding 
Sadie’s treatment: she’s “gorked to the max,” and “slam- 
ming Valium.” Why was that softened up for the film? 


Well, that’s exactly the way we got it from the nurse we inter- 
viewed during the research, at a very grim facility in Redding 
where Carrie had been at one point. Because it was so tough, | 
loved it. There was a question, however, about whether a nurse, 
if | were someone's sister, mother or lover, would actually 
address me that way. The actors were very reluctant to do it that 

ay. We shot the scene at a general hospital, and the actress 
delivered those lines first. The woman who had run the detox 
program there—she was the head nurse—was concerned about 
the way this nurse was talking to a family member, so we 
changed it. 





There are also several lines cut from the last scene between 
the two sisters on the front porch of Georgia’s house. What 
happened there? 


Mare’s “Hello Sadie,” and “For God's sake, nothing else is.” | 
rue the day I suggested that we lose those while we were trying to 
cut the scene during the editing. Not only because | love the 
lines, but because of Mare’s execution; it just said so much 
about their relationship, and about Georgia. 


The end of the film differs significantly from the ending of 


this script. In the former, there is a hard cut to black after 
Sadie says, “Thank you, Comrade.” and gives the thumbs-up. 
In your script, the action cuts back to Georgia in concert, and 
then, ultimately, back to the beginning scene of the two girls 
singing al the second-story window. How did that come about? 


That was a tough one for me. That was all shot, and Ulu said 
that he felt—not on the page, but when he saw the movie 
that it made too much of a comment on the movie. | felt it was 
a. comment that needed to be made. We all talked about it, and 
Jennifer and Mare felt it should go. I deferred, although I kept 
saving that I felt the film needed that closure. So the first thing 
we did was cut that flashback scene. Then the film ended on 
Mare, with a freeze-frame as the crowd roars. There was still a 
time problem, and | still didn’t feel like the ending had the 
power it needed. So I said, “Let's go back and look at it.” So we 
went back and forth, and the editor said, “1 think | found the 
spot.” And she went to the frame where Sadie gives her thumbs- 
up, and we all went crazy over it. We wished we had like four 
more frames, because it’s so abrupt, so fast, but we definitely 
didn't want to make it a freeze-frame; Ulu said that would kill it. 





A number of people have mentioned this film's similarities to 


a movie like Five Easy Pieces. Iv fact, Georgia exhibits the 
darkness, the emphasis on character, the irresolution, etc., of 
a number of films from that period. 


Well, a lot of people say that. | think that’s true. Someone called 
me this morning and said, “The treasure of this film is that you 
savor it because you know you're never going to see another one 
like it.” But 1 don’t think that would have been true in the °70s. 


You mentioned “closure” when you were talking about this 
ending. This script, and the film, definitely “end” with a 
degree of it, but it certainly isn't the traditional Hollywood 
hype of closure. 


No. Now, especially. | got a call today from a producer who said, 
“T still think it should have been a happy ending. | wanted Sadie 
to triumph.” | said, “She does triumph; she triumphs the way 
Sadie triumphs.” She said, “Sometimes you have to write for the 
audience.” What does that mean? 


What about the notion of creating a cast of characters who, 
in many instances, are not that easy to like? Sadie tries the 
audiences patience like she tries Georgia s. 


Well, | adore Sadie. | adore her because she’s difficult. Sadie has 
lived her life coming up against closing doors, and she’s gotten 
a wedge in every one of them. What you fear is, that last door is 
gonna slam and she’s going to be left out there, and it breaks 
vour heart, because you love her, because she takes so generous- 
ly. She takes with such openness that you adore her. Georgia, her 
soul is something so wonderful to behold—that peace, that 
kind of needing a place that no one can touch. She's able to 
vive, but not from that spot. She needs it because Sadie takes 
everything else. The more Georgia strips herself of stuf, the less 
Sadie can take. 


Coming at it from an inverse angle, none of the characters 
in this film are “bad.” 


That comes from my training as an actor. | had a wonderful 
teacher who said, “There is no character in the world who 
thinks they're evil.” There’s no such thing as an evil character 
because no human being ever considers him- or herself to be a 
bad person. So you start from there, that’s where that’s from. | 
don’t know if that’s always a good thing, but it is a beautiful 
thing. | tend to approach writing like acting. 


Do you tend to write to actors? 


| don’t know if | write /o actors. The characters take shape as | 
write them, so I'm writing to /em—or basically, listening to 
them—letting them take me along. | have a vision of them that 
sometimes is very clear, and sometimes it’s not, because I'm 
inside of them—it’s me, in a sense. You're looking out through 
their eyes, which is the best place to be if you're writing from the 
experience of an actor. | guess the answer to the question is 
“no”; I'm writing from the point of view of an actor. 


What about the dialectic the film sets up between Georgia, the 
“talented” one, and Sadie, the “passionate” one. Were you 


thinking of larger themes, such as the notion of what it takes 
fo be an artist, of what qualities are necessary to create art? 


That's a very tough question. People’s responses have been very 
different. There are those who think Sadie has zilch talent, and 
it's painful and excruciating to sit through her songs, and others 
who think that she’s really the talent, and Georgia has a kind of 
gift, but it’s ordinary and popular. Which is not what was intend- 
ed. It was intended that Georgia had the gift and Sadie didn't. 
She had the need, the ache, to be Georgia, and to have it almost 
just because Georgia had it. But Sadie’s got something, some- 
thing that you can’t deny. Talent, I don’t think, is the word for it; 
I think it’s that thing that Carrie has: being exposed when most 
of us would be afraid to be. When you come upon people like 
that, who are so exposed because they have no censors, there’s 
something wonderful about them; you can't deny it. I'll tell you 
two stories. They both involve Nori, our housekeeper, who has 
been with us forever. Nori saw the movie, and said, “Oh, it’s so 
sad. . . but it would be nice to be Sadie for a while.” And that’s 
the way I feel, it would be wonderful to be that risky, that “out 
there,” so unfrightened. The other story is that when Nori had 
her first child, it was a very difficult birth: it was terrible, the 
baby was premature, there was brain damage and the doctors 
were trying to save the baby’s life, and Carrie showed up from 
Mt. Shasta, where she was living at the time, smashed out of her 
mind, her clothes a wreck. She went into the hospital, and 
something hadn't been done, something wasn't clean or some- 
thing, and she charged into the intensive care unit and yelled, 
“Who's in charge here? What's being done? I want this baby 
looked at! I want something done here!” —you know, she prob- 
ably wasn’t wearing any shoes, and her hair was everywhere. In 
any case, Nori told me she would always love her for that. So you 
can’t deny that kind of life force, that kind of courage, in a per- 
son. It’s something God-given. That's the best I can answer that 
question. 

Some people think “Take Me Back” is the worst seven min- 
utes of their lives, and other people think it’s “movie history” — 
| think that’s what one reviewer called it. | never get tired of 
watching it, personally. But whatever the response is, it’s right. 
In fact, that’s written on the page, that the audience doesn't 
know what to make of it. But it’s an experience, whatever you 
make of it, that you won't ever have again. And | think that’s 
what Jennifer gave us in spades. 


(The interview with Barbara Turner was conducted by Tod 
Lippy in Los Angeles.) 


Scott Frank 
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him in action. And how could she watch him work Martin Weir 
and not feel something for him? So that’s why I put her there. 


There are several instances in the screenplay in which you 
lake a brief descriptive passage from the book and flesh it out 
into a whole scene, dialogue and all. I'm thinking, for 


instance, of the scene on Tommy Cap’s boat, where he tells 
Ray Bones to relax about Chili's behavior toward him. Could 


you elaborate on that a bit? 


! want you to hate Ray Bones. I needed more scenes of him 
being an asshole. 


What about the fact that the plot of the film Harry is trying to 
gel financing for, Mr. Lovejoy, is related in great detail in the 
book? Almost every character has his or her take on what to 
do with the plot and characters. 


The problem is, you get confused. There are so many different 
plots—the dry-cleaner plot, the Mr. Lovejoy plot, etc.—it starts 
to get a little too muddled, too extreme. It all boiled down to 
how much time you had to discuss everything. The Lovejoy plot 
was wonderfully absurd and stupid, by the way. 


Another elaboration on your part is the scene in the airport 
with Yayo monitoring bulges. In the book, it’s just mentioned 
in passing that he’s concerned about opening the locker with- 
out getting busted. 


How could you not see that? | thought it was necessary for two 
reasons: 1) you want to make sure the audience remembers who 
Yayo is; and 2) you want them to be visually reminded about the 
locker at the airport. In a book, you can keep people on track by 
just throwing away lines now and again. In a movie, you've got 
to show it to them. Also, I just thought it'd be a really fun scene 
to see this little guy flipping out, so that by the time he gets to Bo 
Catlett’s, he’s cocked and loaded. At the same time, Bo Catlett is 
cocked and loaded because he’s sick of having to deal with this 
shit, and Chili Palmer's just basically dissed him in Harry's 
office. It was a great way to do that. 


You also bring Yayo’s uncle, the aptly named Mr. Escobar, 
into the action by having him come up from Colombia with 
some henchmen to look for him. In the book, it appears that 
Yayo s on his own. 


| brought the family into it because, again, | was trying to amp 
up everything at the end of the movie, trying to turn up all these 
things and make it feel like more is happening than perhaps 
really is. | wanted a feeling of some sort of escalation because, 
quite honestly, the movie's very episodic. So, for the last third of 
it, | thought it would be fun to have Ray Bones arrive, and Esco- 
bar arrive, and just have everything happening at the same 
time. One of my favorite lines in that scene in the limo that 
ended up getting cut is when Bo says, “You speak very good 
English,” and Escobar says, “I went to UC San Diego.” Barry cut 
it; | never understood why. He just never liked the line. 


Last big change: in the book, Chili goes up to see Bo Catlett at 
his house on his own initiative; in the movie, the “damsel-in- 
distress” device is put into play after Bo takes Karen away at 
gunpoint and tells him to meet him there with Leo's money. 


Right. In the book, Chili says, “I’m not going to spend the rest 
of my life waiting for something to fall on me,” then he goes up 
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there. I loved that line, it was so Chili: I'm going to go take care 
of this now. Everyone else, the producer, the director, the studio, 
they all felt like he needed more of a reason to go up there. He 
wouldn't just go up there without a gun, like he does in the 
book. So I went for the cheapest, lamest trick in the book and 
had Bo take the girl. And then I had her behave completely the 
opposite way. She's so of a victim, I thought the only way to 
make it work was to make her a smart-ass, making cracks about 
the pink toilet and everything. There was even more of it in ear- 
lier drafts, like when they pull up to the house and she makes Bo 
open the car door for her. She was just hammering him the 
whole time, the whole way up there she'd be giving him shit. 


There are a couple of great lines which I couldn't find in the 
book. I'm thinking, for instance, of the whole conversation 
about Martin’ film Ride the Clouds. 


The easiest thing to make fun of is the movies—movie titles, 
movie subjects. It was an easy cheap shot. But again, it was all 
about using that to define character. It was about Chili knowing 
the parts the guy had played, knowing the movies he'd done. 
And, as a movie fan, that’s really why I did it. In the book, there 
were all these long conversations about him going to the movies 
with his ex-wife. So | wrote the joke to make up for those. 


There’s also a very funny series of contacts you come up with 
fo explain how Martin got hold of Mr. Lovejoy in the first 
place: from shrink, to shrink’ trainer . . . 


That came about the same way Murray Saffrin’s widow, the 
Doris character, did. She’s not in the book, either. In the book, 
Martin Weir insists on having $500,000—or whatever the 
amount is—put in an escrow account before he'll even consider 
taking a part. It’s a very uncinematic notion, it just isn’t that 
interesting or, | felt, particularly accurate about the way the 
movie business works. I thought it would be better if there were a 
person he owed money to and she turned out to be the guy's 
widow. That seemed so typical, too—she could care less about 
her husband till she finds out he's got a hot script. The whole 
shrink thing came from a story a friend of mine told me: during 
a session, his shrink showed him his script and wanted to know 
what he thought. 


Did you always know that Bette Midler was going to play 
Doris? 


That was Richard LaGravenese’s idea. We were trying to cast the 
part, thinking about different people, and I had always wanted 
Faye Dunaway. She wouldn't do it. So Richard said, “How about 
Bette Midler?” I thought, “Oh, Bette Midler would never do a 
two-day cameo.” And she did it. Danny told me later that the 
reason she did it was that he promised her I would write her a 
movie. | wondered why she was so friendly to me on the set. 


You've already mentioned the fact you chose to end the film 
only two-thirds of the way through the book, when Ray Bones 
gets busted at the airport. Any other comments about that? 


My first draft of the script ended very much like the book— 


they're at the studio meeting. I even kept the book’s last line: 
“Fuckin’ endings, man, they aren't as easy as they look.” | did it 
just to see what I had. Even the first draft | showed to the studio 
had all of that. But I realized that in the book, there’s no cine- 
matic urgency, nothing compelling in the story line—it’s a lot 
of great incidents. So I looked at the book again and, when I got 
to that passage, | thought, “This is the end of the movie.” 


The movie actually ends with the film-within-the-film con- 
ceit. When did you come itp with that? 


When I came up with the Ray Bones ending, | always knew | 
was going to turn that into a movie. | wasn't sure how far | was 
going to take it. | originally wrote it where you actually see Ray 
Bones getting arrested, and then it turns into the movie. What 
changed or evolved over several drafts was the timing of all that. 


How did Penny Marshall and Harvey Keitel get involved in 
the ending? 


Danny DeVito did all of that; he was a sensational producer. 
There are lots of actors or directors with their own companies 
who say they're producers, but who really don’t do anything. But 
he was always on the phone, working this movie. When TriStar 
put it in turnaround, he was calling MGM. When we needed 
cameos, when we needed Bette Midler, he called her up. Whatev- 
er it was, he was always on the phone. 


TriStar was interested in the first place? 


TriStar bought it for Danny. We wrote two or three drafts for 
them and then they decided not to make it. They put this, Pelp 
Fiction and Quiz Show all in turnaround in the same six- 
month period. 


When did Barry Sonnenfeld come on board? 


Barry was already attached when Stacey asked me to write the 
script. Which is a good thing, because usually, you write a script 
and there’s no director, and then you have this shotgun mar- 
riage with a director who sees a completely different movie and 
now you're both trying to make it work. In this case, Barry’s the 
one who found the book and wanted to do it. He had read it on a 
cruise and really fell in love with it and called up Danny and 
told him, “You've got to buy this book.” 


How long was it in turnaround at TriStar? 


Almost a year. Then Danny, again, spent a lot of time trying to 
set it up somewhere else. MGM really wanted it; they were 
aggressively going after it. Then it became a question of casting: 
“We'll make the movie if you get this person, that person.” 


Were you involved with casting? 


| was involved only in that Barry was kind enough to ask me 
who | liked and didn’t like. Warren Beatty wanted to do it for 
about 10 minutes. Dustin Hoffman was interested, but I think he 
heard at a certain point that the character of Martin Weir might 
be based on him. It was Stacey Sher’s idea to go after Travolta. 
She saw a rough cut of Pulp Fiction, which she was also a pro- 


ducer on, and thought, “He's so good, why aren't we going after 
him?” Then the studio saw it and they agreed. 


You mentioned that you knew from the beginning Sonnen- 
feld would direct. Did you in any sense write to him when you 
were doing the screenplay? 


It was interesting, because what I was nervous about with Barry 
was that he started out as a cinematographer. He was always 
considered a really good shooter—he sort of had a vibe and a 
point of view that he was well known for—with stories and 
characters being more secondary. This book is just not about 
that. But when I talked to him, he completely got these charac- 
ters, he got what made them tick, and | realized what would be 
great is that it would enable the film to be really dialogue-heavy, 
because | knew Barry would know how to shoot it in such a way 
you didn’t feel like you were watching a dialogue-heavy movie; 
he would give it a lot of juice and a lot of energy. But what was 
really surprising is how important the characters, and the story, 
were to him. That was a pleasant surprise. 


Is the draft we're publishing your final draft? 
Yes. 
How many drafts did you go through to get to this? 


Officially, oh, maybe 10. But there were lots for myself in be- 
tween. Stacey Sher and I worked a lot on the first two drafts, and 
she probably saw 10 drafts of my rough draft before we even 
turned it in to the studio. 


How long did this whole process take? 


| am notoriously slow. When I took this project on, | had a deal 
at TriStar to write and direct another project that I ultimately 
decided | wanted to write as a book instead. So they were a little 
annoyed with me, and rightly so. We were looking for something 
else to do to make up for that deal when Stacey offered me Get 
Shorty. \t worked out perfectly —it was the same studio and a 
book | really wanted to do. And they said, “All right, but we're 
not going to wait for you. You have to do this right now and you 
have to do it in the contracted 12 weeks” —which is the stan- 
dard length of time they give you. And never in my career have | 
written a first draft in 12 weeks. In fact, every contract 1 do my 
lawyer adds a few more weeks—lI've got it up to about 28 weeks 
now. The irony was, I wrote it in 12 weeks. They took about four 
weeks to read it. /laughs] A couple of months later, we did the 
next draft. It took about six months to get the first solid draft. 
Then there was a lag time while we were in turnaround. And 
then | began rewriting for MGM. All in all, it was about eight 
months. 


You mentioned earlier that you weren't on the set that much. 
Your choice? 


My choice. Barry was very nice. He would call me up constantly 
and say, “You've got to come watch this scene.” And this was the 
first time in my career, for no other reason than to see how I 
would feel, | decided to stay away. It’s very hard to be on the set, 


even under the best of circumstances, because as a screenwriter, 
you have a voice, but no say; it’s a very frustrating position to be 
in. You know, you're sitting there, and you're always going to 
want to do something differently, you're always going to think 
some line is being blown by an actor. Although I should say that 
Barry was extremely conscientious about no one forgetting any 
lines—he was obsessed with it—because he knew that the 
value of this piece was in Elmore Leonard’s words. When Elmore 
Leonard visited the set, | went with him, and I brought my mom 
and dad there for a couple of days. But otherwise, I just decided 
for my own sanity only to look at dailies. 


Was it partly to do with the fact that you trusted the director? 


Absolutely. | completely trusted him. The other thing was, it’s 
boring. It’s really boring to sit there on the set and wait forever 
for them to get to the scene. You have nothing to do, you're in 
the way. I'm a klutz—I'm always tripping over extension cords 
or light stands. So | stayed away and I was much happier. 


What about editing? 


Barry cut the film. I didn’t see it until I went to a test screening 
in New York. He had a cut finished really quickly because Jim 
Miller, the editor, was cutting right behind him during produc- 
tion. It wasn't too much longer after the film was finished 
shooting that they were testing it in New York, last summer. 


Let’s talk about some of the variations between the script 
published here and the finished film. First of all, there 
appears to be the occasional ad-libbed line in the film. When 


you saw it at the test screening, how did you feel about the 


actors enhancing dialogue with their own stuff? 


I'm so conceited, | thought, “I must have written that.” Danny, 
for instance, did a great one about actors: “We've been known to 
pretend.” And in the lunch scene at the Ivy, when he asks the 
waitress her name. Danny really does that, so Barry had him do 
it there. 


/ also loved Bette Midler’s |Doris’s| line about the “putty” 
color of Harrys apartment walls. 


| remember they called me on the day that was shot and said, 
“We need a joke for when she walks in,” and I couldn't come up 
with anything. Because when you ask me to do something on 
the spot like that it’s like telling me to pee on command; I can’t 
do it. | need a few days to write all the bad versions first. 


There's a fair amount of shifting around of scenes from 
script to film, which | assume occurred in the editing room. 
For instance, the scene with Harry and Chili driving down 
Sunsel Boulevard is flip-flopped in the film with the airport 
scene in which Yayo arrives. Any thoughts? 


It just seemed to play better in that order. You find when you 
start cutting things together that there are some scenes, especial- 
ly near the beginning, that are really only about setup, and you 
can move those around. Later on, you can’t move things around 
so much because you're kind of married to what's happening, 
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and there's a flow. | think Barry did that to give the movie a 
more interesting kind of edge. We'd just spent so much time 
with Chili and Harry, why not break away from them and go to 
the airport and get introduced to a whole other set of characters. 
| remember when I first saw that, | thought it was a really smart 
move. It seemed to give the movie a little infusion of energy. 


There was quile a bit more to the telephone conversations 
between Tommy and Chili in the script; in the film, there's 
only one abbreviated scene. 


They were great, and they were shot. They just got cut because 
there was a lot of that stuff in the first part of the film. The prob- 
lem with earlier cuts of the movie was that you really wanted it 
to get going; you were waiting for the movie to get started. A lot 
of times you may have a scene that lays out perfectly by itsel/— 
that reads like a great scene—but when you connect it to the 
other scenes, it stops the movie. You're not moving forward, even 
though you may be having a good time. If you have too many of 
those scenes, it can slow down the movie. You have to be careful. 
It’s the same problem with the scene between Chili and Bo, 
when they're talking about the script in Harry's office. In earlier 
versions of the screenplay, | wrote it the way it was in the 
book— it was an | 1-page scene. And it was really fun, but the 
movie stopped right there. It just stopped. You could make time 
for that scene and not a lot of other things later that were more 
important, or you could cut the scene down and do other things 
that would also help. Those are heartbreakers, because all of 
that stuff you love. I love the Tommy/Chili stuff. We had such a 
good actor, too—Marty Ferraro—and | just wish there was 
more of him in the movie. 





Do you think it’s harder to lose a scene, or even part of a 
scene, after its been shot? 


It depends. For a screenwriter, if something was shot and it was 
shot wrong—whether it was the actors, or something random 
that happened, even the writing—and now the chance to do it 
is gone, that’s really frustrating. It's gone forever. When you cut 
something before it’s shot, maybe it’s easier because at least you 
can use it in another movie. Although if you're adapting a book, 
you can’t use it in another movie. There are so many things in 
the book that aren't in the script that really break my heart; | 
just didn’t know how to fit them in. I would slip things in peri- 
odically, too, and Barry would keep cutting them out. And he 
was right, because they were making it into a long movie; he 
was almost always right when he cut those things out. 


Theres a major scene which you wrote from scratch that didnt 
make it into the final film, but it gives us a little more in- 
sight into the character of Harry: it’s the one in which Chili 
visits him on the Griffith Park set of a film he’s currently pro- 
ducing and Harry proffers his “Pic’n’Save” anecdote. 


It was shot. | felt it was the one time in the film where you 
would get to see this guy who says he loves movies on an actual 
movie set. He visits the set, sort of in awe, and he sees this guy 
he thinks is a schmuck at work and he gains respect for him. 


And so do we, a little bit. We see Harry Zimm isn’t just a schlock- 
meister; he’s a schlockmeister who know’s what he’s doing. It’s 
the only time in the whole movie where | disagreed with Barry, 
because otherwise | think the script is perfectly realized. But I do 
feel with that scene, the way it was shot, everyone's attitude was 
all wrong. When I watched the dailies, John Travolta walked 
onto the set like he'd been on a million movie sets, so when he 
approached Harry, there was none of this kind of awe, none of 
that feeling. | was on the set the day that scene was shot, and 
Ben Stiller was hilarious as this asshole-prick young film-school 
movie director. 

Another problem—and this is my own personal feeling — 
was that | also felt it was the only time in which Gene Hackman 
made the wrong choice in the entire movie. He played it com- 
pletely low-key, with no emotion behind that long speech about 
why people go to the movies. In my own arrogant way, I always 
thought that that would be a scene in the movie where people 
went “yeah!” at the end of the speech. And yet he used a calm 
voice, like he was talking to a child, rather than getting all 
worked up because this is something he believes in. So, as a 
result of all this, when you came to the scene in the movie, it 
was one of those instances where everything just stopped. It 
became just a long scene about nothing with a couple of Vicky 
Vespa jokes that didn’t really work. You didn’t know why you 
were there. You didn't know what it was doing for Chili Palmer's 
character, you didn’t know what it was doing for Harry Zimm’s 
character, there was no exhilaration, it was just sort of flat. So it 
got cut out of the movie, and rightly so. I was one of the loudest 
voices saying “Cut that scene out of the movie,” despite the fact 
that it was one of my favorite scenes in the script. 


There's a scene with Chili and Karen, just previous to their 
having sex, in which they appear in the frame in silhouette, 
lalking about Martin and trying to come up with a lille for 
the film they're pitching to him. I've seen it several times 
now, and it looks to me like Travolta is saying the line as 
written in the script: “Get Martin.” But it was apparently 
overdubbed in postproduction, so that what we hear is “Get 
Shorty.” What happened? 


For whatever reason, | loved the fact that that line was sort of a 
non sequitur, and that the title of the movie was sort of a non 
sequitur based on that. They talk about this guy who's short but 
they never actually say “Get Shorty.” For whatever reason, Barry 
felt that the audience needed it given to them. It certainly didn’t 
wreck the movie, and wasn’t really an issue for me. 


Just one more lost scene: right after Bones leaves Chili's hotel 
room al the end, Chili calls up the D.E.A. and lets them know 
hes on bis way to the airport. Was that shot? 


We shot it and Barry decided to cut it because he felt that Chili 
would look like too much of a wussy if he actually called them 
up and ratted him out. I thought it was really funny—“The guy 
you want has a bullet scar on his head.” 


Did you do any rewriting during the shoot? 
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Very little. One heartbreaker was the scene between Chili and Leo 
Devoe in Leo's hotel room. There's a long speech Chili gives to 
Leo about why he’s through with the business—it’s in the book. 
| pared that way down, because John Travolta didn’t want to say 
all the words. He just felt it was too long. It ended up becoming 
sort of ordinary—“Ray Bones is going to shoot you.” In the 
book it was something like, “Ray Bones is going to hit you, most 
likely with some heavy object.” | loved that scene because it was 
so quintessentially Elmore Leonard—this discussion between 
this tough guy and this twink about why the twink should get 
the hell out of town. It was maddening, especially because John 
Travolta was going around to the press talking about how he 
had fought to preserve all these Elmore Leonard lines. 


| didn't hear about this. 


In 7Zime magazine he said he turned the movie down because he 
read the script first and then read the book, and said the script 
had paraphrased much of Elmore Leonard's dialogue. He said it 
was only after we agreed to put back “all those goodies” that he 
would do the movie. I could never understand why he had said 
| had paraphrased any of it, especially given how carefully | had 
spent the previous two years trying to preserve Elmore Leonard's 
dialogue. 


Is there anything from the book that you wanted to use thal 


you couldn't? 


Two things. One that I forgot about—the quote from Karen 
about her parents | mentioned earlier—and one that didn’t fit. 
The latter was the longer version of the scene between Chili and 
Bo Catlett talking about the script, where they really go over the 
plot, building to that speech at the end about how easy it is to 
write a screenplay. I think that would have been an awesome 
scene if there had been a way to do it. It was my favorite scene in 
the book. But it’s a good scene, anyway. There was another line 
we added at the end of that scene that wasn't in the book, when 
Chili says to Bo, “If we need a ride, we'll let you know.” Because 
so many of the other Bo Catlett scenes had to be cut, we needed 
to make him angry enough at that point to not think twice 
about shooting Yayo. 


Do you have a favorite scene? 


My favorite scene in the script is the Griffith Park scene, 
although I also like the opening sequence at Vesuvio's. My 
favorite scene in the movie is when Ray Bones beats up Harry, 
and then Ronnie comes in, interrupts and gets himself killed. 
That was the most fun to write. 


Your directions for this screenplay are minimal, but also 
quite lively: you describe one firearm as “the biggest fuck- 
ing gun with laserscope you've ever seen.” It’s as if you 
were trying to write them as a Leonard character would. 
Was that intentional? 


In this script, yeah. I usually write very few stage directions. | 
think a lot of that is a waste of time. The art of screenwriting is 
in its terseness, saying a lot with a little. | have no patience when 


| read a script where the writer describes this guy and what he’s 
wearing and his glasses and his hair. When you cast someone, 
it’s going to be completely different anyway. For this movie, you 
wanted to kind of keep the tone alive. So the place to do that, 
besides the dialogue, was in the stage directions. 


Speaking a little more generally, do you think adaptations 
are “easter” to write than original screenplays? 


It depends on the book. In the case of an Elmore Leonard novel, 
you're given a great gift, you're given a lot of spices that will 
make for a good movie. There's a lot there. In that kind of a sit- 
uation, most of the work comes in the replotting. Other times, 
books are adapted just because people like the concept. The 
characters don't work, but someone bought the book because 
they want to keep the concept. It depends on who you're adapt- 
ing—they're all different. I think that, as a rule, adaptations are 
easier because you're given a fallback, a hand-hold. Me, I'll 
spend six months on an original, creating the whole cloth, 
coming up with the characters and their backgrounds, much of 
which won't even be in the script. | spend a lot of time doing 
that. With a book, you're kind of given a leg up on all of that, so 
it’s easier in that regard. But it’s much less satisfying than doing 
something original. The sense of accomplishment is a little dif- 
ferent than when you write something from scratch, from your 
own head. In the case of Get Shorty, because | was such a huge 
fan of Elmore Leonard, and was so disappointed in the other 
adaptations, | really did say to myself, “I want to do one right, 
finally, so that people will then go and do his other books that 
haven't already been made.” In my own infinite arrogance, | 
figured I could be the teacher. 

(The interview with Scott Frank was conducted by Tod Lippy in 
Frank's office in Pasadena.) 


Charles Burnett 

Continued from page 99 

Yeah, it’s like Babe Brother is sort of saved from that when he 
hears the voice of his son. | mean, again, it could be just a walk 
in the woods, or it could be something more. When Harry talks 
about going back home, it has a whole different meaning. It's 
meant to be ambiguous. 


In your script, we meet M.C. and Herman much earlier; as 
a matter of fact, they are both in the scene in which Hattie. 
an old acquaintance of Harry’s from the South who is now 
born again, is reacquainted with Harry. That scene’s in the 
film, but M.C. and Herman are nowhere to be found. What 
happened? 


Economics, basically. 


What about the fishing trip with Gideon and Sonny at Bald- 
win Hills Lake? 


We shot that at the wrong hour; it was supposed to be at a 
different time but things got flipped around. I think we shot that 
at the reservoir. It was the wrong mood. 
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The fish fry scene is really the anchor for both the script and 
the film. There's a great scene in the film that’s sort of an 
elaboration of a direction in the script: Suzie stands at the 
door for quile some time as one guest afler another arrives. 
It works well because we get to meet most of the guests as she 
greels them. Was that improvised? 


Well, the logistics of that scene changed things. We were trying 
to get everything shot, everything done. Most party scenes should 
take two or three days to shoot, as opposed to one, which is what 
we had. That's what's interesting, looking back: if you knew 
which scenes you were definitely going to do, you'd be able to 
spend more time on them. I wish there was some way to work 
that out beforehand. I would have definitely spent more time on 
the party scene; we were going to have all kinds of dancing, that 
kind of thing; it’s in the script. It would have been more interest- 
ing. But it was hurry up and shoot. 


After Gideon falls ill in the script, the script and the film real- 
ly start to deviate from one another. Some scenes are cut. 
such as the one with Gideon in the veteran’s hospital, or 
another in Hermans one-room shack, in which Harry teach- 
es Babe Brother how to cheat at cards. There’s also quite a bit 
of shifting around: for instance, the preachers visit to Gideon 
is moved forward. Also a function of economics? 


Yeah, basically. 


What about the dream sequence al the end of the scene with 
the preacher's visit? How did you come up with that? 


Well, near the beginning of the film there's a picture of this lady 
on the wall of the bedroom and the dream sequence starts with 
that lady actually having her picture taken in a photo studio. 
And at the same time, we hear Bessie Smith's “Muddy Water” in 
the background. 


Right, and then the woman in the studio chooses the back- 
ground of the river, which flows into a scene of a shirtless boy 
on a gray mule... What were you thinking about when 


you wrote this? 


You mean, what was I on? /laughs/] Nothing, really. | ought to 
use that again sometime. . . . Well, the South always was sort 
of a mystery to me. I'd hear so many stories about it, and I left 
there before | really had any sense of it—I grew up in L.A., basi- 
cally. But I'd create these fantasies and dreams about it, drawn 
from the stories of all of the people in the neighborhood. | also 
wanted to call attention to the “now and then” aspect of the 
film, and that seemed like an opportunity to depict the South of 
the past. Just putting together all the stories I'd heard, really, 
and finding there was a real coherence to them. 


You were talking earlier about the scene in which Hattie 
breaks Harry's bow! by stepping on it, and how that “broke 
the spell” of Harry's influence on the family. That was cut 
oul of the film, and what seems to happen is that a whole 
new causal connection is made regarding Gideon s recovery. 
In the film, be recovers almost immediately following Harrys 


death in the kitchen downstairs; in the script, perhaps be- 
cause of Hattie’s actions, Gideon regains his appetite before 
Harry dies, in fact while Suzie and her sons are at the hospi- 
fal emergency room the night before. Was this intentional? 





No. [laughs] The funny thing about films—and I’m learning 
so much every day—is that money is everything. What you can 
shoot, that is. Somehow, the script doesn't give you a true sense 
of time; they say “a minute a page” or whatever, but it’s a lot 
more than that. | know I keep going back to this, but I really 
wish that’s something | could figure out while I’m writing. 


The film's ending is different from the one published here. In 
the script, the last scene, after the family descends the porch 
stairs lo go to a neighbor's picnic, is in the kitchen, with 
Harry's body lying on the kitchen floor, and Suzie’s jars of 
cuttings, which have taken root, on the shelf. In the film, we 
cut lo a shot of the boy trying to play the trumpet, and he 
suddenly is able to play quite beautifully, over which roll the 
closing credits. How did that come about? 


Well, I had originally had it where the boy would gradually get 
better and better over the length of the film; so every time you 
heard him, he'd be a bit improved. With this, it’s sort of like a 
miracle happens: suddenly, he’s better. I guess it was cheating 
in a certain way... 


You're not happy with it now? 


Well, it's okay, but, you know, when you look at it now, it’s too 
much. Because the point was, he would get better over a period 
of time, and each time you heard him, there would be a subtle 
change: a little bit, a little bit. Then, when the ending happened, 
it would sort of flow right into it. It works, | guess, but to me it 
would have been a much smoother transition the other way. 


Is there any particular scene, or group of scenes, you were 
particularly devastated to lose? 


Actually, | was devastated about losing all the scenes. /laughs/ | 
mean, | looked at the script as more of a visual piece than any- 
thing else, and having to take all those things out of it was very 
tough. Now I'm over it, but it was bad at the time. 


Were you satisfied with the film as it was released? 


Well, | was, on the one hand. The cutting became mechanical 
after a while: “Well, we still have to take out 10 minutes.” | 
mean, we're talking about cutting scenes that took no more 
than 30 seconds. But all of them gave you a better sense of the 
community, which was important to me, like the scenes with 
Skip Baker, for instance. 


There’ also a scene with Skip's parents in their garage, where 
they talk about Gideon being sick. That also tended to rein- 
force that sense of a close-knit community. 


Well, it’s hinted at in the film. That’s really the difference be- 
tween an independent film and the kind of film this was, with 
commercial distribution. | mean, if I'd been disregarding the 
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commercial aspects, | would have directed the script, shot every- 
thing and probably kept everything, whether it flowed or not. 
But here, there was a demand to get it tight, streamlined: estab- 
lish that rhythm that would keep the audience interested: you 
know, suck ‘em in and spit ‘em out at the end. I don’t know, I 
can’t adjust to that. To me, it wasn’t so much about making it 
very popular and making it a box-office success, but I had to 
realize that it wasn’t my money; someone else had put up the 
money for the production. Those are the things you're constant- 
ly struggling with. That’s why I keep telling friends, keep your 
script down to 60-70 pages; keep the core of it. Otherwise, you'll 
spend all of this time working on these lovely things that you 
want but won't get. I'm working on a project for television now, 
and it’s the same thing: you can’t love a shot too much, you just 
have to be very surgical. There’s this need to make it work, to 
make it precise. 


There's no room for flaws. 


Yeah. But a lot of the time if the frequencies aren't completely in 
tune, if something's a little off, it seems to work so much better. 
It’s like the reason why live music really works as compared to 
recorded music: it’s because there are imperfections. 


You're a dyed-in-the-wool independent filmmaker, particu- 
larly with regard to your first two feature films, Killer of 
Sheep avid My Brother's Wedding— 


Highly imperfect. /laughs/ 


But classics, nonetheless. Is there a desire on your part to 
return to that kind of a setup, where you self-produce? 


After every film I think I’m going to do that. It’s a producer's 
medium. Right now, I'm trying to get money for my own cam- 
era. What I did after 7he Glass Shield was, | shot this little short 
called When /t Rains, and it was so much fun doing that. Just 
me and a sound guy going out and doing it. It was a nice expe- 
rience, automatic. We did six moves in three hours; we'd just 
throw everything in the van and go from one location to another. 
The only thing that screwed us up was a change in the weather. 
If that hadn't happened, we could have shot everything in one 
day. Everything turned out beautifully, everyone had a good 
time, the film turned out nicely—it’s gotten into a lot of festivals. 


You've said elsewhere, “Reality has become a four-letter word, 
and to me, art is beyond that.” There is a conspicuous absence 
of expletives in this film, and for that matter, in all your 
films. Can you talk about that a bit? 


Well, people have normal conversations where they use those 
words and that doesn’t really bother me. But when it’s forced 
upon me, that’s what I rebel against. And it’s forced upon me a 
lot. That's the thing about older movies: they manage to call up 
these emotions with pure acting. They work so well even though 
they have to deal with this set of limitations. 


What do you make of the disappointing public reception of To 
Sleep with Anger, one of the best-reviewed films of the year? 


The film never got a chance. Like, a year after it was released, 
somebody asked me, “When's your film coming out?” There was 
a lot of that, and a lot of not tapping into, and using, resources 
within the community to promote the film. Part of that had to 
do with money: getting it into theaters, advertising it properly. A 
guy in Texas wrote an article about that, the fact that it was 
playing in one town there in only one theater, in a mall that was 
so remote you had to make a U-turn on the freeway to get there. 
And I remember being in Washington, D.C., when it was playing 
there and not being able to find any advertising on it; it wasn’t 
even on the theater marquee. You had to go and ask. It’s hard to 
judge the popular response, then, because so few people even 
got to see it. | mean, we had trouble even getting a print for the 
press. 

Actually, a friend of mine, Caroll Blue, decided to prove her 
point that if the film was advertised properly, you could get a full 
house. So in San Diego, after the film had already come and gone, 
she organized a series of screenings and packed the house. There 
was no press screening, nothing, beforehand. She just generated 
a lot of word-of-mouth, and the film did extremely well. 


There's a small piece on To Sleep with Anger in Esquire which 
says the film provides “a privileged glimpse at a world that 
does not ordinarily let its guard down,” speaking, obviously, 
from a nonblack perspective. Another critic wrote that “this is 
an all-black film, except for its audience.” Finally, you've 
said, “If the socially oriented film is finally made, its show- 
ing will generally be limited and the very ones that it is 
made for and about will probably never see it.” Comments? 


Well, the film was for everybody. Part of what being a filmmaker 
is about to me is questioning everything: you come up with your 
own unique stamp, who you are. When I was studying film at 
UCLA in the ‘70s, because of the political atmosphere at the 
time, everything had to be informed with an anti-Hollywood 
stance. And with the group I was involved with, it had to be 
socially relevant. There had to be something redeeming about 
it; otherwise, why spend all of this money? There were all these 
people starving: you had to account for it—art had to be 
significant, it had to work toward change. One of the things 
about the black community is that lack of interaction I dis- 
cussed before, and this is one way of dealing with that. | 
screened the film in parts of Europe and Hawaii, and | remem- 
ber one woman in the audience saying afterwards, “I thought 
all black families were on drugs.” And I said to myself, “Well, 
you do need to see this film.” //aughs/ So | think for different 
groups it has different purposes and different meanings. For 
black people, it’s to reaffirm certain things, and to educate as 
well, perhaps. For others, it’s to share the fact that we all have 
lots in common. I mean, here in L.A., particularly, communities 
are so segregated, and people really draw general conclusions 
that aren't at all accurate about black culture. So the key is to 
use the medium to educate and explain. 


(The interview with Charles Burnett was conducted by Tod Lippy 
in Los Angeles.) 
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Richard LaGravenese 

Continued from page 147 

draft | start to invent more. I wanted it to be funnier; | wanted 
more humor, and | thought this love story could provide it. Also, 
it was another opportunity for Sara to come to the rescue and 
inspire an adventure. 


What about your writing of dialogue? Unlike many other 
adaptations, you seem to rely only rarely on the book’ origi- 
nal dialogue. | can only think of a few lines, including “Are 


you learning me by heart, Sara?” that seem verbatim. Did 


that have to do with your wanting to contemporize the story? 


My weakness is plot, but dialogue is something | feel more com- 
fortable with. | remember being a little nervous, though, be- 
cause it was period stuff. | was wondering, “Gee, do they have to 
sound different?” It’s so easy in modern scripts to write “fuck” or 
whatever. So what I do in those instances is, | watch films and 
listen for tone. 


What did you watch? 


| forget. But it was period stuff, just to get a sense of the lan- 
guage. The characters had to sound educated, because they were 
obviously living in a much more educated culture than we are 
today. So no slang. I think that’s one of the reasons | was look- 
ing for more humor, because I was frightened that that kind of 
language would sound boring and stilted. It was fun to do, but it 
was a challenge. 


Did you feel like you knew these characters from the book, or 
did you become acquainted with them only as you wrote them? 


| got to know them more as | wrote them. With every adaptation 
| feel like at some point you've got to put the book away. With 
some, you return to it, and with others, you never pull it out 
again. Like with Bridges of Madison County, | remember at 
one point writing a note to myself saying, “Do not look at the 
book for dialogue,” which I didn’t. But when Clint came on, he 
wanted to add some of the touchstones in the book for his char- 
acter. With other books, like Unstrung Heroes, | adapted it, 
then went away from it completely, and then came back to it 
and picked up little bits and pieces. 


When did you finish your first draft? 


I think I finished it in the Fall of 1990, and then it was dormant 
for several years. 


What happened? 


What happened was, I did two drafts for Mark, and we felt very 
strongly about them, and then it went back to the studio, and 
Disney, of course, had more and more notes. So I did all of that 
as long as I could stand it, and with Mark’s help and support | 
said to the studio, “Forget it. No more. I refuse to take notes 
from executives who are just running me around in circles. 
When you get a director, I'll go to the next level. Why do I need 
to keep doing creative work with you when I’m going to have to 
start completely over when a director comes on board?” This was 


the first time | did that, and it was a really good lesson. I was on 
production with Fisher King, so | was a little more confident. 
Mark felt the same way. Of course, Disney did not feel the same 
way. /laughs] And then, Mark called and said, “Now Disney 
wants to do it as a musical.” Because they were in production on 
Newsies. | thought, “Oh, how lovely! I quit.” I thought that was 
a really bad idea, and then Newsies came out, and everybody 
thought it was a bad idea, so that didn’t happen. Then Mark 
pulled it out of Disney, and Paramount and Warner Bros. imme- 
diately went into this bidding thing over it. So it just showed us 
that we were intimidated into not believing in the material, 
which can often happen. | mean, | remember people like David 
Hoberman saying, “Oh, we sent it out to 25 directors and they've 
all said ‘no.’” But Disney would send Ernest Goes to Camp to 
Barry Levinson. | don’t know who they sent it to, but I didn’t 
believe him when he said that. 


And Warner Bros. eventually picked it up? 


Right, the first place Mark had sent it to. But while he was doing 
that he was setting up an overall at Paramount, and Paramount 
wanted it, but he’d already legally committed it to Warner Bros., 
so that’s why they got it. 


Did you end up being involved in production at all? 


No. What happened was, two of my movies got green-lit at the 
same time: this and Unstrung Heroes. | couldn't do rewrites on 
them both, and Princess was more solid; there was less to do. 


So this must have been when Elizabeth Chandler became 
involved. How did that come about? 


Well, they were looking for someone to do the production re- 
writes, since I couldn't. 


Can you talk about Elizabeth’s contributions to the script? 


There are several lines of dialogue of hers that I absolutely love, 
like when she has Sara describe Francis as a “dashing young 
milkman.” And a lot of the solutions she came up with were 
great, also. I'm sure Alfonso had cutting and editing and re- 
shaping and reinventing that had to be done, so, like, the woman 
with the baby giving Sara a rose, and others, were really lovely 
moments she came up with. I was thrilled and grateful to her. 


So you weren't involved at all at this point? 


No, I couldn’t because I was in production with Unstrung. 
Mark would call and keep me posted. 


Was it tough to take it to that stage and then leave it behind? 


Yeah, sure. Especially when I see what Alfonso, Emmanuel 
[Lubezki, the director of photography] and Bo [Welch, the pro- 
duction designer] did with it. It would have been fun to be a 
part of that. They really elevated the script. 


So you weren't involved in postproduction at all, either? 


I gave a couple of notes in editing. Something I've learned is 
that I’m not good at seeing workprints. | can’t get past the 


roughness of them. It feels dead, somehow. When I saw it 
“done,” though, I flipped over it. 


Do you remember any of the notes you gave? 


Well, there were more scenes in earlier drafts at the beginning 
which took place in India; it was featured more prominently— 


You missed them? 


No. As a matter of fact, Alfonso had put a little more of this in 
the film, and it just didn't work. It was, like, set it up and get us 
to America quicker. The pace didn’t work. 


One thing you get in those scenes—several of which remain 
in this third draft—that’s really only alluded to in the film is 
Crewe and Sara’s openmindedness and relative unconven- 
tionality with regard to the British colonial presence in India 
at the time. 


Exactly. It was all their interaction with the other people. That's 
something you learn about over time: the power of the visual. 
I just don’t think you need to write it all. 


There were a number of scenes al Miss Minchin’s school near 
the beginning—a calisthenics class led by Amelia, and the 
scene in which Lavinia messes up Sara’ room—which were 
cut from the film. Any thoughts on their absence? 


Those scenes came out of the research I did. I found lists of what 
daily life was like in an all-girls school in New York from that 
period. There really were “Order Rules,” and “Communication 
Rules”; in fact, in this script that dialogue is more on-the-nose 
than it is in the film, where Minchin’s voice sort of echoes as she 
goes through all of this. Originally, you get every rule, and then 
you saw either Sara breaking each of them, or someone else 
breaking them for her. That never got as clearly set up in the 
film. But it moves better in the film; it’s more about her getting 
a sense of the place. 


One of Sara’s voiceovers, when she’s writing a letter to her 
father during parents day at the school, was cut. 


But then the way they did it, with her thinking that she’s seeing 
him walk out, was lovely. Again, doing it visually instead of with 
words. It’s wonderful. 


Near the end, in this version of the script, Ram Dass and 
Sara sing an Indian folk song to jar Captain Crewes memory, 
yet in the film, Ram Dass simply looks at Captain Crewe in 
this very intense way to get the same response. What hap- 
pened there? 


| think that must have been the rewrite. In my script, near the 
beginning, Sara asks her father what he loved most about her 
mother, and he says he loved the way she sang an Indian folk- 
song. So in that scene in my final draft, Sara starts to sing the 
song as she’s being pulled away by the policeman. It was his 
hearing that song being sung by Sara that caused him to snap 
out of the amnesia. It referenced the ever-present influence of 
the mother, as their sort of spiritual guide; it was more about 


that. In the film, he just sort of stands next to him and mind- 
bends him or something. It was one of the few things I was not 
as happy with, but it works. 


In this script, Lavinia doesn't give Sara a hug at the very end, 
which she does in the film. That seemed a little forced to me. 


Me, too. I guess they just wanted everyone to be happy. /laughs/ 
| had Lavinia driving by with a hat over her head, because she 
thought all of her hair was coming out. Her mother asks her to 
take off the hat, and Lavinia tells her to shut up. 


More generally, could you talk a bit about the responsibili- 
lies of writing a film for children? 


That's a rich question for me. For instance, the idea of the death 
of a father, or the scene in which Sara’s father literally pushes 
her away, not recognizing her . . . | remember in the beginning 
getting responses like, “Gee, that’s pretty harsh.” I disagreed. 
It's wonderful, in a way. When you're a child and you're allowed 
and respected enough to go through those feelings in a movie, 
for instance, and to survive them at the end, you feel a little 
more adult, you feel a little more on top of things. Kids want 
that, they want to feel more grown-up. I have a problem with 
movies like 7he Flintstones and Casper. They seem to talk down 
to kids, insulting their emotional and mental intelligence. 
Nowadays you've got to stimulate children and ask them to step 
up to your level a little bit more. 

As a kid, the reason I always enjoyed Bugs Bunny more than 
Disney cartoon characters was that | always felt | was seeing 
something a little wittier, a little smarter, more adult—some- 
thing that adults were laughing at that I wanted to laugh at, 
too, as opposed to cutesy little characters. So | think the re- 
sponsibilities you take on when you're writing for children are to 
inspire their imagination and their ability to imagine. I don't 
know what's happening. Attitude is replacing feeling. We're get- 
ting farther and farther away from human feelings. Being cool 
and having an attitude is more important than having any kind 
of passion or desire for something. And that kills me. Helping 
kids to dream again, that's the future. There's a Native American 
saying about the future being in our children’s dreams. 


Sara Crewe, in this film as well as in the 1888 book, is 
meant to be a role model for children. How do you write a 
character like that without being pedantic or obvious? 


You write a character with some self-respect, with a sense of 
humor, with a compassionate nature. You write a character 
that’s curious, that isn’t all about “I know, I know, I know.” It’s 
more about “I want to know. What's this, what's that?” That's 
another thing, inspiring curiosity. Everybody's into being on top 
of everything and they're missing out on a lot of stuff. It’s more 
interesting not knowing stuff, not pretending like you know 
everything. | think it’s very important, especially in any kind of 
hero or heroine story, to show the hero or heroine as a human 
being, which means flawed, so that an audience can relate to 
them. The more human your hero, the more accessible heroics 
are for an audience. The scene when Sara walks in on Becky, for 


instance: In the original scene | wrote, she was a little more 
flippant, a little more insensitive to Becky's situation, which is 
why she sends her the slippers; she’s a little bit of a spoiled brat. 
She has had things her way. | thought that was important. | 
wanted the story to be about how she lost everything and got put 
into the attic, and that turned out to be the bes? thing that could 
have happened to her, because she got to go through this under- 
world—a whole new experience for her-—and learn something 
from it, which is a very important message. It isn’t about main- 
taining what you have or just adding to what you have. | firmly 
believe that any kind of consciousness has to come from a jour- 
ney through the underworld. That goes back to every myth. Most 
people are not willing anymore to go through the underworld. 
They want to just stay on top and sort of skim. But great stories 
are really about that. 


Despite extraordinary notices from virtually every critic, 
and two separate releases for the film, it didn't catch on with 
the viewing public. What do you think happened? 


In hindsight, | believe it definitely came out at the wrong time. 
We were up against Die Hard and then Casper and then Bat- 
man Forever. Someone from a marketing department from a 
rival studio—who loved the movie—told me the mistake that 
Warner Bros. made was that they tried to sell it to children. Chil- 
dren don’t want to go see children’s movies, children want to go 
see adult movies. If they had marketed it for the older kids, kids 
would have wanted to go see it. 

Peter Rainer wrote an article in the Los Angeles Times about 
the film called “Princess Lost,” which was about how nowadays 
in our culture we need our movies to do everything, including 
parking our car for us. Parents don’t take their kids to see A Lit- 
lle Princess, they take them to see Casper over and over because 
it's easy. That's a really sad state. It’s not just about the studio, 
it's also about the audiences out there getting lazy. A common 
belief among my screenwriter friends is that nowadays, audi- 
ences aren't interested in seeing what's good, they're interested 
in seeing whatever happens to be the most popular thing so that 
they will be “cool,” in the know. And that’s a problem. 

(The interview with Richard LaGravenese was conducted by Tod 
Lippy at Scenarios offices in New York City) 


Elizabeth Chandler 
Continued from page 149 
for the scene where Sara is given the yellow rose, after she’s 
given away the hot bun she bought from the bakery. He said 
he had originally written that scene in a hot pretzel shop. 1 
know that in the novel a similar scene takes place in a bak- 
ery; was this an instance where you went back to the origi- 
nal source for inspiration? 


There was a scene in the book where Sara is given money 
because someone thinks she’s a beggar, and she does take the 
money and buy some buns with it. That part I did take directly 
from the book. What was mine was what follows, when she gives 


the bun to the little beggar girl, and the girl's mother in turn 
vives her a rose, with the line, “For the princess.” | wanted that 
to be very magical, to almost seem like divine intervention. 


Did you go back to the book for anything else? 


| read through the book, after Richard's draft, and that was the 
only thing that I felt could be used and expanded on to make 
something great for the film. | remember that Alfonso and | 
went through the book individually, and then discussed any- 
thing that inspired us in any way, and that was really the only 
thing we used. The yellow rose had a lot of significance, because 
the original plan was to repeat that motif in the scene in which 
Ram Dass stirs up the yellow rose petals in Sara’s attic room. 


Those are mentioned in that scene’s directions in this script, 
but in the film, it looks like snowflakes were used instead. 
What happened? 


Well, we had designed the sequence so that after she puts the 
rose on Randolph's door—because he’s weeping over his son’s 
death—what was supposed to happen was that she would wake 
up that night covered in yellow rose petals. But it didn’t work on 
the set because they couldn't get the fans to blow the rose petals 
around. It was supposed to recreate a scene from an earlier draft 
in the ship’s ballroom, near the beginning, where yellow confetti 
falls on Sara and her father as they dance together; the rose 
petals were going to imitate that and create this very magical 
moment. As a matter of fact, we were initially going to do that 
scene where they're dancing together so that, during the dance, 
Sara transforms into her mother. So then, later on, when she 
wakes up covered in rose petals, the wind would open the door, 
and you'd hear the same song that was playing on the ship, and 
she'd have this imaginary dance with her father. In the film, the 
scene on the ship was shot on the deck—I think it was too 
expensive to dress a set for the ballroom—and there wasn’t any 
vellow confetti, so it worked out just as well to have the snow. It 
was a great idea, but oh, well. //aughs/ | thought the snow was 
beautiful, anyway. 





| asked Richard briefly about the intensity of the relationship 
between father and daughter, mentioning specifically the 
direction be wrote about them speaking “almost like lovers.” 
Any thoughts on that? 


| remember that line of exposition in his script. In the interest of 
time we really cut those early scenes of the two of them together 
down to the one scene about his belief in her as being a little 
princess. | have a daughter, and she and my husband have this 
little love-fest going on. He truly reveres her as his little princess 
and he is absolutely her knight in shining armor. Sara’s dance 
with her father on the ship or the way she touches his face when 
they're saying goodbye, so many of these were gestures or 
moments that I'd witnessed in my own house. Richard has a 
daughter, too. When we saw the film together that first time, 
every man in that room with a daughter was weeping much 
more loudly than any of the women. It really struck a chord. 
My husband was a wreck for weeks. 


Did you get a chance to discuss the script with Richard either 
before or after the film was finished? 


Briefly. We bumped into each other a few times on the set, | think, 
and then again at a screening. He sent me a dozen roses on the 
first day of production, along with a little note that said, “You 
did beautiful work on the script,” which | just thought was such 
a class act. That is just such a rarity in Hollywood. This rewrite 
was unusual in that I had a nice relationship with Richard—he 
couldn't have been more gracious about it. | had a good slate to 
start with—he made my job a lot easier. He had the tough part. 
| just had a crazy genius of a director to work with. 

(The interview with Elizabeth Chandler was conducted over the 
telephone by Tod Lippy.) 


Darnell Martin 

Continued from page 5 

said, “Y'know that Tiny Time Christmas Carol ending with Lil 
Chino in the wheelchair?” 

Of course I stuck out my chin with my best Bronx bravado 
and said, “What about it?” 

She said, “That's another film.” It was quite kind; I rewrote 
the ending. 

A good critic may start by giving a general summary of the 
work and the impressions it produced, telling you where you got 
lost or confused (giving you specific page numbers to refer to), 
where it slowed down and where it started up again. This is 
immensely helpful. In this overall summary, it is best to stay 
general. In-depth criticism is best saved for when you find out 
the writer’s intention. Maybe she was trying to slow it down 
where you thought it was slow or maybe even trying to confuse 
you. This is where the questions start. 

The dialogue begins with the critic saying, “I was confused 
by all the hate in that scene,” and the writer responds, stunned, 
“You saw hate? I meant frustration.” 

“What does frustration mean to you?” 

Maybe the writer has never thought of it consciously: “Hav- 
ing everything you've ever wanted in front of you and not being 
able to take it ‘cause of some stupid little thing.” As she says it, 
the rewritten scene unfolds before the writer's eyes. The critic 
has led her to it. 

Criticism is selfless, wanting the thing to be its best. It’s want- 
ing to understand what the writer was trying to do in this scene 
or that so you can explain why you didn’t get it. It’s listening 
and thinking and taking one’s own biases into view: “Why does 
this turn me off? Am I bringing my own baggage to it?” 

Giving and taking criticism means loving writing more than 
politics, more than money, more than your own ego. At times, 
it’s being able to help somebody communicate something that 
you yourself don’t want to hear. 

How should you accept criticism? Graciously, and in the spirit 
in which it was offered. At its best, it’s a dialogue between two 
people who love writing, In creating, there is nothing more help- 
ful than a critic, and nothing more deadly than an opinion. 


THIS ISSUE'S ILLUSTRATORS 


Joel Cadman, who illustrated Ge? Shorty, is a contributor to 
The New York Times, The Wall Street Journal, The Village 
Voice, Crain Communications, F&W Publications and Warner 
Books. His work has been exhibited in the Society of Illustrators 
annual show in New York, in the Society of Illustrators of Los 
Angeles annual show and at the Visual Arts Gallery in Manhat- 
tan. Cadman is a native of Southern California and was, he says, 
advised to “Go East, young man!” to explore the world of edito- 
rial illustration. He took the advice, and he and his wife current- 
ly live in New York City with their cat and goldfish. 

Graphic designer and illustrator Scott Menchin, who illus- 
trated 70 Sleep with Anger, has his own business in New York, 
with an extensive client list that includes Entertainment Week- 
ly, Newsweek, Esquire, The Boston Globe, Sports IMlustrated, 
Time, Smart Money, The New Yorker, The New York Times and 
The Washington Post. He was formerly art director for Seven 
Days and How, a trade publication for graphic designers. A 
graduate of Pratt Institute, he has taught at Pratt and Parsons 
School of Design. 

Peter Sis, who illustrated A Little Princess, is an interna- 
tionally renowned illustrator, filmmaker, painter and author. 
Born in Brno, Czechoslovakia, in 1949, he came to this country 
in 1982. His illustrations have appeared in 7Zime, Newsweek, 
Esquire and a number of other magazines in the U.S. and 
abroad. He has designed many book jackets and posters, includ- 
ing that for the Academy Award-winning film Amadeus (1984). 
Sis has made two animated television films for children and 
eight animated shorts, including Heads, which received the 
Golden Bear Award at the 1980 West Berlin Film Festival. In 
1984, Sis began writing children’s books and quickly became 
one of the leading artists in the field with the publication of the 
1986 Newberry Medal—winner, 7he Whipping Boy, by Sid Fleish- 
man. His recent book, 7be 7hree Golden Keys, which he wrote 
and illustrated, was awarded the Society of Illustrators’ Silver 
Medal, and was named one of 7be New York Times’ Ten Best- 
Illustrated Books of 1994 and the best foreign-language chil- 
dren's book published in France in 1995. Sis lives in New York 
with his wife, Terry, his daughter, Madeleine and son, Matej. 

Caty Bartholomew, who illustrated Georgia, grew up in 
Cambridge, Massachusetts. After graduating from Pratt Institute 
in 1983, she worked as an assistant to fashion designer Alan 
Rosanes, meanwhile acquiring freelance illustration clients. She 
set out on her own a year later and has freelanced full-time ever 
since. Bartholomew has done illustrations for such publications 
as Mirabella, Allantic Monthly and Harpers, and her caricatures 
of Arsenio Hall, Spike Lee, David Letterman and others appeared 
in 7he Savage Mirror, a book of contemporary caricatures (Wat- 
son-Guptill, 1992). She teaches drawing, illustration and com- 
puter illustration at Parsons School of Design in Manhattan. 

The portraits of the screenwriters and keynote essayist Darnell 
Martin were done by Paul Hamlyn, a London-based illustrator. 
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@ 1 want the best! (but I’ve got something else) Get Scriptware for 


Name 
Address 


City/State/Zip/Country 


Windows at our Competitive Upgrade price! Only $99" (plus $9 
s/h*). This offer applies to owners of Scriptware Lite and owners of competitive 
scriptwriting software. Call for list of eligible competitive software and ordering 
instructions. Offer expires March 1, 1996. 


Day Phone Number Evening Phone Number 
Scriptware Serial # (for existing Scriptware users) 


3 Payment Enclosed iChargemy: 4 Vise 3 MC JAmEx WJ Disc 
W@ How have I lived without Scriptware? We can't even imagine it! 
Get the most powerful, easiest scriptwriting software for only 


$299" (plus $9 s/h"). 


*Foreign shipping/handling extra. CO residents add sales tax. 


Acct # Exp. Date 


Signature 


©1995. Cinovation®. Inc., 1750 30th St., Suite 360, Boulder, CO 80301-1005, Pho: 303/786-7899 Fax 303/786-9292. System Requirements: IBM 
compatible computer. 386 processor or better, 2M RAM, floppy drive, hard drive, Windows 3.1x. NT or Windows 95. Screen & Quill, Scriptware and 
Cinovation are registered trademarks of Cinovation, Inc. Windows Is a registered trademark of Microsoft Corp 





= They don't 
make films 


\ 


e way the 


used to. 


See why at the only museum dedicated to moving images 
—film, television and video. 
Discover the new golden age of film-making. 


Learn how today’s technology makes tomorrow's classics. 


A . 
G yah a M | — S 
copenine +, Bg = 


| 5 »¥ My a ® 

\ April a Ovi 

|-AMERICAN MUSEUM OF THE MOVING IMAGE 
Just over the Queensboro Bridge. Bear left to Astoria. Hike it. Bike it. Drive it. Train it (N or R). 


35 AVENUE AT 36 STREET ASTORIA, NEW YORK Tis (84 Oorr 


_ 





